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PREFACE. 



The sale, in the course of a few months, of a large edition 
of these Poems, calls for an acknowledgment on the part of the 
Author, which he would not he tardy in giving. In issuing a 
second edition, he hegs to return thanks to the puhlic in general, 
and especially to the editors of various periodicals, for the 
favour with which this (as well as his other works) has heen re- 
ceived. In only one instance, that has come to his knowledge, 
has the present volume met with an unfavourahle notice; though 
in another, in the midst of high commendations, a particular pas- 
sage was pointed at as being nearly allied to blasphemy; which 
passage, he begs to say, was taken almost verbatim from Ezekiel, 
xzzvili ch. 18 v. There seems, however, to have been some mis- 
apprehension in the minds of several critics, as to the grand 
design of the principal poem ; the Author, therefore, embraces 
this opportunity of intimating that it was not his intention to 
write a history of the four grand convulsions of the earth ; but 
merely stories connected therewith, which should give some idea 
of individual experience in the midst of those convulsions. 
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STARS. 

Spanglets of heaven ! ye seem to me 

The alphabet of immensity. 

By which I read in dazzling light 

The lofty name of the Infinite. 

Shine on, shine on in your depths of blue 

Till every heart can read it too. 

And every raptured eye that's bent 

Up to the studded firmament 

Catches the glow of your ceaseless rays. 

And glistens in the EtemaVs praise. 

Beautiful Stars ! 'neath your rich beams. 
As down from heaven their glory streams, 

B 
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When silence has sealed up the lips of earth. 
And thought more wild than the winds has hirth 
I wander, I wander with untold joy 
To feast my eyes on the orh-lit sky. 
And never did Chaldee, when taught to kneel 
At the shrines of your splendour, more wildly fe< 
The torrent of hliss through his bosom flow 
As he upward gazed from the dust below. 

Eyes of the universe ! gems divine ! 
Sims that bask in your own pure shine ! 
Countless guides of the awe-struck soul 
As enquiring it rushes from pole to pole ! 
I drink, I drink at your fountain deep 
While others are locked in the arms of sleep ; 
Till, filled with the Pythonic draught of light 
My intoxicate spirit deems all things bright. 
And earth and its deeds are lost to me 
Eclipsed by your dazzling radiancy. 
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LIGHTNING. 

(WRITTSK AT NIGHT OUBIN6 A TBMPB8T.) 

Radiant flashes that wildly fling 

Across the dark heaven your hold free wing. 

As springing forth on your eagle flight 

Ye cleave the dark cloud on the hreast of night, 

I could gaze upon you till my soul grows warm 

And I seem like a sprite of the raging storm ; 

For nothing of grandeur can meet my eye 

Compared with your flash in the low*ring sky. 

And DO music can o'er my rapt senses steal 

Like the crash and the roll of the thunder peal. 



Beautiful flashes ! your transient gleam 

To some the red hand of God*s wrath doth seem, 

And their lips grow pale as they upward gaze 

On the strange wild course of your opening hlaze. 

But to me ye speak from your thrones of jet 

Of mercy rejoicing o'er judgment yet; 

For the favours ye scatter as on ye wend, 

Th^ strength of your terrors by far transcend. 

And the hand that thus ruffles the evening's balm 

Bears Calvary's print in its bleeding palm. 

On, on in your splendour ! wing wing your way 
Aloft to the seat* of the orb of day ! 
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Come forth in your lustre more bright than he 
When at morning he fills the whole earth with glee ! 
I.eap^ leap from your cradle of midnight gloom 
Whilst wild as the ocean the thunders boom ! 
For me to stand watching such strife as this 
Is like drinking huge draughts at the fount of bliss^ 
For I know as I gaze on your course so free 
That pregnant with blessings that course must be. 



GATHER RIPE FRUITS, OH DEATH! 

Gather ripe fruits, oh Death ! 
Strew not the pathway of the tomb with flowers, 
Invade not childhood with thy withering breath, 
Pass on, and touch not youth's bright sunny bowers. 

There are enough for thee 
Of hearts that long for thy serene repose. 
That fain among the lowly-laid would be. 
Pierced deep with festering wounds that will not close. 

Go to the desolate 
Whom thou hast robbed of every star-bright thing. 
On whom the smiles of hope no longer wait, 
Whose loves have passed upon the morning's wing. 
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Go to the wearied frame 
kt seeks to slumber on the grave's cold breast, 
it finds life's pleasures but an empty name, 

longs to flee away and be at rest. 

Go to the saints of God 
lose souls are weary of the world and sin, 
ID fain would tread the path their Saviour trod, 
id greet the tomb that lets heaven's glories in. 

Take these, take these to rest, 
tut smite not childhood in its mirthful play, 

Ltch not the infimt from its mother's breast, 
tteal not the loved and loving ones away ! 

Gather ripe fruits, oh Death ! 
Strew not the pathway of the tomb with flowers, 
I Invade not childhood with thy withering breath. 
Pass on, and touch not youth's bright fragrant bowel's. 
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THE POET'S LAMENT, 

ON BBTUBMINO TO BIBHIMOBAM AFTBB HANT TEAB8 ABSENCE. 

Oh, give me back the green fields 

Where I was wont to stray. 
And gather star-eyed daisies 

Upon my sunny way ! 
I see your stately houses. 

But the green fields, where are they ? 

Oh, give me back the tall trees 
Beneath whose spreading shade 

With a heart of kindling rapture 
I in my boyhood played ; 

Alas, with all their branches 
Those trees are lowly laid ! 

The happy dreams of childhood. 

How beautiful are they. 
Ere care has yet intruded 

To cramp fond fancy's play. 
But oh ! how soon they vanish 

When truth illumes our way. 
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In sad and joyful numbers 

I've wooed the fabled nine. 
And sought for lasting pleasures 

Where feme's proud trophies shine. 
But fame, when I had gained her. 

Cried, " Son, they are not mine !" 

I sought them in the blessings 

From earthly love that flow. 
But saw my choicest treasures 

By sullen death laid low. 
My stars were quenched ! my flow'rets 

For ever ceased to blow ! 

And whither shall I turn me 

To seek for bliss on earth. 
If 'tis not in the green fields 

That woke my infant mirth ? 
All else is seared and blasted. 

Through sin's destructive dearth. 

give me back the green fields 
Where I was wont to stray 

And gather star-eyed daisies 
Upon my sunny way ! 

1 see your stately houses. 

But the green fields, where are they P 

Oh, give me back the tall trees 
Beneath whose spreading shade 
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With heart of kindling rapture 
I in my boyhood played ; 

Alas ! with all their branches 
Those trees are lowly laid ! 



THE SUN TO THE EARTH, 

OV THB SAWN OT MOBimift. 

Rejoice ! rejoice ! let the valleys laugh. 

Let the mountains smile and the hills look gay. 

And the flowers lift their heads as they deeply quaf 
The streams of the bright returning day. 

I come, I come, in my splendour come 

Driving before me the twilight gloom. 

My pioneer who in wanton play 

Chases the shades of the night away. 

Rejoice ! rejoice ! let the rolling streams 
Pour forth their song to the morning breeze. 

Reflecting abroad my brilliant beams 
In forms like the dreamer's phantasies. 

I come, I come on the wings of love. 

Let all to meet my embraces move, 

I come, I come on the wings of day. 

To chase the shades of the night away. 
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Rejoice ! rejoice ! let the woodlands ring 
With music's sweetest, gladdest sounds 

Let the lark ascend on delighted wing 
To tell his joy to the heavens around. 

I come ! I come ! let the glad sound spread 

And wake the drone from his drowsy hed ; 

I come ! I come ! with my kindling ray 

To chase the shades of the night away. 

Rejoice ! rejoice ! let every eye 

Be gaily turned towards the ieastem sphere. 

Let every heart be filled with joy, 

To see the beams of my brilliance near. 

I come ! I come ! let all rejoice. 

And wake the song with a cheerful voice ; 

I come ! I come ! with returning day 

To chase the shades of the night away. 



LINES. 



ON TBB DBATB OP THB REV. JOHN OBOBGB BBBAT, OF 
CHBItT CBUBCH, BIBMXNGBAM. 

Yea, rest thee from thy labours, man of God, 
Thy works will follow thee ! the toils, the cares. 
The pleadings of thy ministry are o*er. 
And thou shait know its triumphs in the day 
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When Christ shall gather his elect, and they 
Who many turn to righteousness, shine forth 
With starry lustre, h(»rrowed from the sun 
Of life and light eternal. On the earth 
Thine was a holy warfare. With a zeal 
Which nothing hut the Spirit of God could wake. 
Didst thou extend the knowledge of His name. 
And preach salvation through atoning hlood. 
And thou art gone those hlessings to enjoy, 
Which here with mild persuasive eloquence 
Thou bad St thy people seek. With thee all's well. 
Thy bark has passed the narrow sea of time. 
And gained, well freighted, the eternal shore. 
Thy bosom is at rest ; thy tears are dried 
For ever. But it is not thus with all. 
Ah no ! the living feel the pang of death 
While rest the dead in quietness. The chain 

• 

That bound thee to the earth is rent, but rent 

Close at thy heart, and leaves its dangling length 

With those who knew, and loved, and prized thee hen 

The widow's and the orphan's tear must flow. 

And sorrow fill the hearts of those to whom 

Thou wast a spiritual father, filled 

With tenderness and ever anxious care. 

These have a husband and a parent lost, 

Thy church hath lost a shepherd, — and from me 

A friend and counsellor is gone, — yet all 

Must own their loss thy everlasting gain. 

And feel at least for thee the "joy of grief." 
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ten rest thee from thy lahours, man of God, 
ly works will follow tbee^ and in that day 
hen Christ with all his host again shall come, 
ly crown and thy rejoicing !&alt thoa see, 
. those whom thou hast turned from ways of death 
» him who lived and loved and died for man. 



THE BRITISH PATRIOT'S SONG, 

They talk to me of eastern realms 

Where the sun more brightly glows. 
And earth is never visited 

With winter's driving snows. 
Where the leaves are ever on the trees. 

The verdure s ever green. 
And many richer plants than ours 

Thrive 'neath the lurid sheen ; 
Where frxdts of every luscious taste 

Are on earth's lap displayed. 
And man can find repose from toil 

'Neath the talipot's thick shade ; 
And temples and pagodas. 

Such as Europe never knew. 
Upraise their heads magnificent 

Into the heaven's deep blue. 
They tell me of their riches too. 

Their mines of beaming gold. 



I 
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And the many precious things that hide 

'Neath their luxuriant mould. 
But their riches and their fruitfulness^ 

Oh ! these are nought to me. 
They ne'er can twine around my heart 

Like the island of the sea. 
We too have many precious fruits. 

And many verdant bowers. 
And we can wander in the light 

Of a thousand star-like flowers. 
Our mines contain their iron ore 

With which our sons of toil 
Can purchase half their gleaming gold. 

And load them with the spoil : 
And our chalky cliffs shall echo still 

The victor warrior's song. 
While the winter's coldness serves to brace 

Our arms in freedom strong. 

They talk to me of classic lands, 

Where the mighty deeds of old. 
Of heroes and of demigods. 

Were in the song enrolled; 
Where science and philosophy 

First dawned upon the earth. 
And the rites of smooth civility 

Were earliest brought to birth; 
Where man, emerging into life 

From the flood that whelming lay 
On all the earth and swept its towers 
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And palaces away 
Planted the earliest colonies, 

In lore of freedom strong, 
Nursed all the arts of war and peace 

And awakened glory's song. 
And the Patriot's breast must fondly glow. 

To think he treads upon 
The heights of proud Thermopylae, 

Or the plains of Marathon ; 
And the poet's thoughts must bum, indeed. 

Upon the crooked strand 
Where Agamemnon marshalled forth 

The pride of every land. 
Or when he eager wanders 

Upon Scio's rocky isle. 
Where Homer touch *d the harp-strings 

'Neath the £pic-muse's smile. 
But we have had an Alfred 

Who a noble spirit bore. 
Surpassed by none of eastern race 

In the song-famed days of yore. 
And we have had our bards, as great 

As those of Greece and Rome ; 
And their scenes are not more dear than thine. 

My own, my island home ! 

They tell of far Columbia, 

The new, the western world. 
Where the banner bright of liberty 

In splendour is unfurled, 
c 
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Where all the pomp of royalty 

Is proudly cast away, 
^nd freemen will not bend beneath 

A monarch's lofty sway. 
There of the rights of citizens 

They eloquently tell. 
And of that nation's potency 

Whose sails all breezes swell. 
They talk, too, of the abundance 

Which is there for all that live. 
And the cheapness of all earthly things 

Which joy or comfort give. 
While neither debt nor taxes steal 

The product of their toil. 
Nor a race of haughty noblemen 

Step in to share the spoil. 
But their banner bright of liberty 

Is marked with such a stain 
Of negro's blood as Freedom's sons 

In Britain would disdain ; 
And their citizens lay claim to rights 

Which we should never yield. 
Who seek o'er all alike to throw 

Protection's sacred shield. 
The taxes they declaim against 

To us less burdens seem. 
While wealth into our island flows 

In such a ceaseless stream ; 
And their petty lords are despots 

Such as are not known in thee. 
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My own, my dear, my natiye land. 
Home of the brave and free. 

They talk, too, of Australia 

Where, from the desert won, 
A vast extent of cultured land 

Now smiles beneath the sun ; 
And of fortunes gathered rapidly 

Beneath that milder sky. 
Where no extremes of heat and cold 

E'er riot or destroy. 
And pleasant may the task be 

Man and nature to reclaim. 
To train the savage wilderness 

And the wilder spirit tame ; 
And still more pleasant must it be 

When riches crown our toil 
And the efforts of our struggling years 

Are gilt with fortune's smile. 
But that is not my birth-place, 

'Twas not there I earliest drew 
The breath of life and smiled upon 

A thousand objects new. 
It was not there I sported 

In my childhood's happy hours. 
And gathered from the woods and fields 

Unnumbered sparkling flowers. 
It was not there love's happy dream 

Across my spirit came. 
While youth increased its tenderness 
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And manhood fed the flame. 
It is not there my little ones 

Beneath the green turf lie. 
And can I bear so far from all 

That's dear to live and die ? 
No ! many ties indissoluble 

Bind me to thy strand. 
And I would lay my bones in thee. 

My dear, my native land ! 



PIiEASURE. 

Man never is but always to bb blest— JPope. 

Oh, why so lovely seem 
The scenes and pleasures of our bygone years. 
Like stars that on the past's black midnight gleam 
Or smiles that sparkle through fond memory s tears ? 

Oh, why so fair appear 
Anticipation's raptures, when the eye 
Bx>ves o'er the things to be, and the quick ear 
Catches the strains of hope's sweet minstrelsy ? 

When joys at present known 
Are deemed but worthless, and we turn away 
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As sated from the blessings heaven sends down 
To feast our senses on each passing day. 

Yearns the fall*n spirit still 
For vanished Eden^ that upon the lost 
She sickening turns, as though nought here could fill 
Her powers capacious, much as earth can boast P 

Or does she fondly bend. 
E'en when unconscious, her quick-piercing eye 
To realms where transport never more shall end. 
Where poison ne er shall touch the cup of joy ? 

Oh, why so lovely seem 
The scenes and pleasures of our bygone years. 
Or why so bright hope's oft delusive dream 
When all that's present tasteless still appears ? 
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OCEAN'S TRIUMPH. 



** A little above the harbour of Boulogne, are still to be seen a few remains of 
the foundations of an ancient Boman building; now on the very vei|^ of 
the cliff, and which will disappear iu the course of a few years more. This 
was the ancient Pharos, or light-house, built by the Emperor Caligula, 
during his short campaign in Gaul, to celebrate his boasted conquest at 
the ocean. During sixteen centuries the building stood in good prese^^va- 
tion, but the blue lias of which that coast consists being extremely liable 
to decay, the waves made a gradual encroachment upon the elevated slope 
on whicA it had been built, and on the 29th of July, 1644, this andent 
tower was precipitated over the cliff. It had beoi enclosed with a wall for 
some space around it, and all that remains at the present time (1836) are 
the last vestiges of this enclosure." — (Fairholmeon the Mosaic Deluge.) 



Upon the Gallic strand 

Stood a king in days of yore. 
And the music of a martial band 

Echoed along the shore ; 
A trimnph he obtained 

For conquest of the sea. 
As though he had the deep enchained, 

And its waves no more were free. 



A Pharos raised on high 
Near to the slope's low verge 
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As an emblem of bis victory^ 

Frowned on tbe boisterous siirge ; 
But the restless ocean passed 

Still on with booming roar. 
And laugh'd the waves 'mid the tempest blast, 

As they broke against the shore. 

Where is the monarch now ? 

He rests with the lowly laid^ 
Death's hand has cooled his throbbing brow 

And his heart's proud swellings stayed ; 
And Where's the lofty tower 

That looked upon Boulogne P 
Gone with the wreck of the tjnrant's power, 

Down, down to ruin gone. 

Wasting the rock the waves 

Pursued their constant race. 
And the roof-cliffs fell in ocean caves 

Beneath that building's base. 
Then catching to its breast 

The monarch's tower of pride. 
Triumphant o'er its fallen crest 

Swept the exulting tide. 

Where is thy empty boast. 

King of the foaming sea P 
It laugh'd as it engulph'd the coast 

At a creature vain as thee ; 



i 



32 MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

For though man his rod of power 

Has lost by devious ways. 
The winds and waves retain their dower 

And the hymn of freedom raise. 



THE NEW COMMANDMENT. 

TwAS near the close of his eventful life 
Who came from heaven to teach unhappy man 
That God is Love. Around the social board 
They who had watch 'd his mighty acts, and been 
The choice companions of his ministry. 
Were all convened. It was a solemn scene. 
Despised, contemned by the ungodly Jews, — 
Blest messengers of tidings big with joy. 
Of whom earth was not worthy, — there they sat 
And listened while the Saviour oped the stores 
Of wisdom with the key of love divine. 

Oh, many precious things he taught them then. 
Things long to be remembered. Truths that earth 
Had hidden long in dust, again revealed 
Glistened in day's rich beams. But there was one. 
One golden sentiment, surpassing all 
The rest, which he enforced supremely thai. 
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Heclafmg it the test by which the world 
Would know their calling and belief in him. 
And, oh^ how deeply swelled his sinless heart 
As from his lips the precious words broke forth, 
" a new commandment give i unto you, 
Love one another !'* 

How did he enforce 
The sacred precept ? How ! let the few days. 
The last sad days of his short pilgrimage, 
In which the very dregs of sorrow, wrung 
E'en from the inmost core of agony. 
Were his to drink — the long and weary days 
Wherein the rankling spirit of the deep. 
Now that his hour was come, with fiendish zeal 
Triumph'd, while darkness worse than Erebus 
Hung o'er the Saviour's spirit, now the light 
Of Godhead was withdrawn, — let these, let these 
Make answer ! Twas for Loye he bore it all. 
For LOYE in anguish died to conquer death. 
And with his life-blood quench'd the flames of hell 
For all believers. 

Mark the solemn hour 
When bent with sorrow in the garden's gloom 
He sweat great drops of blood. Who can conceive 
The agony of soul that bent the strength 
Of an Incarnate God P Measure it not 
By weight of worlds or systems ! In that hour 
Of weakness he the universe sustained. 
And shrunk not ; yet with anguish was bowed down, 
Anguish endured for love ! Nor ended here 
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The enforcemeut of his maxim ; see him stand, 

A God arraigned before a mortal's bar, 

Cabn and majestic^ triumphing in woes ; 

And see, dread climax of his earthly cares. 

The virgin-bom now groaning climb the steep 

Of Calvary, bent beneath that cross's weight 

On which he soon must expiate — expiate what ? 

The sins of an ungodly, ruined world ! 

And this for love ! Oh, earth ! that shak'st amazed. 

Oh, heaven ! in wonder hiding all thy stars. 

Oh, angel bands ! astonished at the deed. 

Echo, with all your thousand thousand tongues. 

The gladsome truth thus shining forth in lines 

Of light imperishable — God is Loye. 

Enforced by such example, well might they 
Who name the name of Jesus, in their hearts 
Pre-eminently fix that golden rule. 
Love of each otheb. Well might they who taught 
The Church in ancient days in doctrine pure 
Beseech her by the mercies of her God 
To keep that heavenly precept still in view ; 
And well among the heathen might it be 
A proverb caught from lip to wondering lip, 
" See how these Christians love !" 

But gaze around 
Upon the wide extended church of God, 
How is the golden maxim heeded now ? 
Where is that charity that looks upon 
The aberrations of a brother's mind, . 
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Real or fancied, with a brother's eye, 
Thinking no evil, hoping all things still ? 
Where is the love that joins all hearts in one. 
As members of one body ? Where the love 
Like that the Saviour bore, who gave himself 
A willing sacrifice for others* sin P 
Alas ! alas ! where are they p Bitterness 
And strife, contentions and wild janglings vain 
Usurp their place ; and they whose spirits mourn 
At such a scene, and fondly strive through life 
Far as they can within their narrow sphere 
To re-unite the brethren of the Lord, 
From either party with contumely meet. 
Slighted in turn by all. 

Yet speed ye on. 
Warm advocates of love ! the cause of him 
Who is love still will triumph in the end. 
They who would rush between contending hosts 
Must heed not wounds ; such wounds the Saviour bore 
And counted them his joy. What if ye gain 
The epithet of unresolved men 
Shifting firom side to side ! What if the church. 
Divided much in this imperfect world. 
Smiles at the folly which would hold them all 
One brotherhood, and love to each one bear ! — 
Oh ! heed it not. The great Incarnate one 
Groaned, bled, alike for all. Pursue your path 
And seek his blessing. Echo with your voice 
The new commandment. Shew contending man 
Their point of union, — Immanuers name, — 
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To Stifle all their jarrings. Oft repeat 

His glowing words who is to all alike 

The source of hope and confidence and peace^ — 

" Love one another !" And the day will come^ 

Foreseen by holy men of ancient time^ 

When, realized your every hope and wish« 

In earth or heaven, your spirits shall rejoice. 

Yes, with the lamb the lion shall lie down 
And be at peace. The cockatrice s den 
Shall be the play-place of the prattling child. 
Whose hand shall grasp the harmless rattle-snake 
And stroke the adder*s crest. Yes, swords shall cease 
To find their scabbard in the warrior's heart. 
And, beat to plough-shares, lay the fragrant earth 
In fiiiitful furrows. Yes, the gales of peace. 
That wafted once the sweets of Eden*s flowers 
In incense up to heaven, again shall breathe 
Through every land the honey-dews of bliss ; 
And man, regaining, through the Saviour's death. 
The image of his God, once lost by sin. 
Rejoicing seek his wishes to fulfil. 
Who is and was, and ever will be love. 



V. 
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AUTUMN. 

Thine is the autumn hour^ 
Oh thou whom mortals '' King of terrors" call; 
Where'er we turn, the S3anbols of thy power 
Are present, for thy sway extends o*er all. 

The browuness of the fields 
Reminds us of thy desolating hand 

Which touches all things fair that nature yields. 

And leaves — a wreck upon life's surge-beat strand. 

The sere-leaf from the dust 
Speaks of thee, rustling in the light wind s breath. 
For this life's innate strength and passion's gust 
Lie prostrate, withered by thy touch, oh ! death. 

The odour of the flowers. 
Their last faint odour ere their strength is spent, 
Point to those virtues which in life's late hours 
Have up to heaven such fragrant incense sent. 

And the fidl ripened com 
That bends its graceful head o er nature's board. 
Tells of the man by this world's conflicts worn. 
Preparing for the gamer of his Lord. 
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Thine is the autumn hour^ 
Oh thou whom mortals *' King of terrors^ call ; 
But spring eternal yet shall spoil thy power. 
And free creation from thy boasted thrall. 



THE CURSE OF BOADICEA. 



Whilst the sure poison which her lips had pressed 
Coil'd like a serpent round her bursting breast. 
Enraged to hear her fallen country's groan. 
The battle lost, her thousands all o'erthrown. 
Stem as a rock, Icenia's warrior Queen 
Stood in her chariot with indignant mien, 
Unconquered yet, and rolled her glaring eyes 
With phrenzied wildness towards the azure skies. 
Cursing imperial Rome. The crimson tide 
Which still the fountains of her heart supplied, 
Rush'd to her cheeks, now flush 'd with feverish heat 
To find the shackles of her woes complete. 
Thrice in her wrath she raised the glittering spear. 
And thrice her veterans call'd, but none were near 
To answer to her cries. Herself a host. 
She cursed the discord which the victory lost ; 
And longed again to lead Britannia's flower 
In marshalled bands against the Roman power. 
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But withered was her pride, the grassy plain 
Drank up the purple life-blood of the slain ; 
Seven times ten thousand in the battle fell. 
And who could now the invading force repel ? 
She turned her thoughts around the groaning isle. 
The fierce freebooter s prize, the robber's spoil ; 
She groaned in spirit as she mused on those 
Still doomed to bow before their country's foes; 
And thirst of vengeance maddened her despair. 
As pale Icenia found an entrance there ; 
And the sad picture of her land in chains 
Stood forth to ag^pravate her racking pains. 
She felt the venom rankling at her heart. 
Her finame grew weaker with its inward smart; 
But the wild passions which inflamed her blood 
Grew stronger yet as on death's verge she stood. 
And ere her spirit from its confines broke. 
Loud, with prophetic fervour, thus she spoke : — 

Yes, curse you, tyrants ! ye whose sway 
From east to west, from south to north. 

The subject world is forced to obey. 
And send her slavish myriads forth. 

To join you in the work of fate. 
And make each kingdom desolate. 

Curse thee, oh Rome ! a widow's prayer. 

An injured Queen's expiring cry. 
Taught by thy cruelties to share 

In deeds of war and chivalry. 
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An Island's groans^ an Island s cries. 
For vengeful retribution rise. 

Assaulting Heaven ! On thee they caU 
For hottest streams of fuiy now. 

And soon shall blood-red vengeance fall 
Upon thy lofty murderous brow ; 

For heaven hath heard, and thou shalt know 

The strong arm of a mightier foe. 

Yes, curse thee, Rome ! may curses deep 
As injured Britain's gods can send. 

Attend thee when thy glories sleep ; 
Upon thy blood-stained head descend. 

May answers to Distraction's waU 

Roar on the tempest's spreading gale. 

Tyrants, what was Britannia's crime P 
How had Britannia injured ye. 

That to the farthest western clime. 
The sea-girt island of the free. 

Your furies like the lightning came. 

To set our peaceful cots in flame ? 

The soul of valour scorns to heap 
Injustice on the brave and free; 

But ye have only sought to reap 
The product of your villainy. 



f 



r 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 41 

For magnanimity has shewn 

That nought coald move your hearts of stone. 

The death-hed of Prasatagus, 

The flagrant wrongs his daughters knew. 

My own dishonour in the curse 

Of slavish stripes received from you, 

Unanswerahly all declare 

What hearts the world's great conquerors hear. 

The gaping wounds of Britain pour 

Ohlations to the thrones on high ; 
Distraction's wail and phrenzy's roar 

Sound through the arch-way of the sky. 
And will not retribution come ? 
Will not heaven's vengeful bolts strike home. 

Ah ! yes ; the deeds of years to come 

Before my eyes in visions roll ; 
I hear the insulting tyrant's doom, 

I see the madness of his soul. 
Hark to the murderer's hollow wail ! — • 
The desolator's strength shall fail ! 

Awake ! the Gaul is at thy gate ! 

The Goth, the Hun, the Vandal's near ! 
The Arab comes o'er Hella's strait. 

Destruction in his flaming rear ! 

D 2 
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Wake ! round the world thy summons send^ 
Or the world s empire soon must end. 

From east to west the tidings spread. 
From north to south, from shore to shore : 

In thee rebellion lifts her head, 
And foreign foes their legions pour. 

To arms ! to battle ! let the cry 

Of warfare thunder to the sky ! 

Fall ! tyrants, fall ! — down \ tjnrants, down ! 

Triumph, my bleeding country, now ! 
Lost is the Imperial City's crown. 

The mistress of the woild art thou ! 
Sound, harps of immortality ! 
Britannia's Queen of earth and sea I 

Enough, enough, my rushing soul 
Is willing now to take her flight ; 

No more, ye glorious visions, roll 
Upon my aching, failing sight ; 

The scales are turned ; revenge is near. 

And Rome shall feel the Briton's spear ! 

The chilling mists of death descend ; 

The spirits of my fathers call ; 
Up to their airy halls I wend ; 

But ye who witness how I fall. 
Attest it, earth ! attest it, skies ! 
Icenia's Queen unoonquered dies I 
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This said, she felt the tyrant's icy hand 
Grappling helow^ yet finnly kept her stand. 
High in the air she raised her spear's tough length, 
And hurled it at a rock^ with the full strength 
Of her once mighty arm ; hack thence it came. 
In the san glittering like a meteor flame. 
And seemed to share the fury which had given 
Such force to wing it when life's thread was riven ; 
Next on her chargers' hacks the reins she flung. 
Who with the lightning's swiftness rush'd along ; 
Then o'er her head her weighty huckler flew. 
Ringing farewell to the worn hand that tlirew. 
As shouting, with her last expiring hreath, 
Duwn, down she sunk and closed her eyes in death. 



COME TO THE HOUSE OF MOURNING. 

Come to the house of mourning, 

Thou who art young in years ; 
Come feast upon '* the joy of grief," 

The smiles that hurst through tears ; 
For there's a chaste delight in woe. 

To noisy -mirth unknown ; 
And all our purest hliss helow 

In briny tears is sown. 

Come to the house of mourning. 
Thou in the prime of days. 
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Whose heart has felt the stings of grief 
Amidst life's chequered ways : 

The young, the hright, the beautiful^ 
Are vanishing away ; 

And they demand a passing tear^ — 
Then here thy tribute pay. 

Come to the house of mourning, 

Thou of the hoary hair. 
Whose leaf is sered by death's keen blasts 

Whose withered trunk is bare ; 
Here let thy spirit plume its wings 

For brighter worlds than this ; — 
Come sow in tears of sorrow, then. 

To reap eternal bliss. 



THE WOOING 
OF THE MORNING AND THE SUN. 

AURORA. 

" Over the hill and over the vale 

I Ve spread the hue of the twilight pale ; 

Yet the moon peeps forth from her tower in the sky. 

Over its battlements dark and high ; 

And two or three stars refuse to fade 

While yet remains so deep a shade. 
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Though all the rest are hurrying home 
Expecting thy brighter beams to come. 

" The tree, the hill^ and the purling stream 

Are looking to see thy early beam^ 

And the mountain soon will laugh for joy 

When he catches the glance of thy sparkling eye ; 

The primrose in silken yellow drest 

Is waiting to open its tender breast. 

And many a flower puts on fresh bloom 

Expecting thy brighter beams to come. 

" The cock is awake^ and the skylark's rest 

Is broken in its downy nest ; 

The house-dog's bark methinks I hear. 

And the -peasant will soon in his fields appear; 

Then come to my aims while no eye can view. 

Save the moon looking down from her halls of blue. 

Oh ! come, and my bosom make thy home ! 

Come to my arms, oh, come ! oh, come !" 

APOLLO. 

" Soon the valley and mountain high 
In my brighter beams shall dance for joy ; 
The moon may look down from her lofty tower. 
But 111 dazzle her eyes with a golden shower ; 
And the stars who to watch our loves would stay 
Shall soon be eclipsed by my fiercest ray ; 
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For no further without an embrace 111 roam^ 
So now to thy arms I come ! I come ! 

'' The lark will soon moimt aloft on high^ 
And he must not our meeting spy ; 
The cock is a bird of chattering race 
And must not behold our fond embrace ; 
The house-dog soon wUl his master wake. 
But we must meet ere his slumbers break, — 
For no further without an embrace 111 roam. 
So come to my arms, oh, come ! oh, come !*' 

THE MEETING. 

They met, embraced, and he kissed her cheeks. 
Which blushes o'erspread with their crimson streaks. 
And a tear shone bright in each dark blue eye 
As she felt the sweet rapture of silent joy. 
But, anxious to shun the enquirer's gaze. 
He lit up her &ce with more brilliant rays. 
And she hurried away o*er the arch above 
And the shades from other regions drove. 
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SONG. 

AIR. — " AND WILT THOU SAT FAREWELL, LOYE ?" 

And canst thou say farewell, love, 

And thus, thus coldly part ? 
My sighs, my tears must tell, love. 

The anguish of my heart. 
But if thou thus canst hid adieu, 

Tis fitting we should sever ; 
Be mine despair,-<-peace be with you,— 

Farewell, — ^farewell for ever. 

But wilt thou ne*er on me, love, 

A kind reflection cast P 
Oh ! I must think of thee, love. 

While life and memory last. 
For ne'er, ah ! ne'er can I forget, — 

Can cease to mourn, — oh, never I 
That thou canst thus without regret. 

Bid me farewell for ever. 

Go, sweetly pass thy days, love, 

I will not haunt thee more ; 
And may the next that prays, love. 

Thine idol shrine before. 
Present a heart as true as mine — 

A warmer can he never ! 
Though since so dead, so cold is thine, 

I bid farewell for ever. 
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INFANT EYES. 

I GAZED upon thine eyes, love. 

When light first on them beamed. 
And they shrank before the bnlliance 

That through the welkin streamed ; 
Their looks were those of wonder 

As they around would roam. 
And I marvelled what thou thoughtest 

Of this thine earthly home. 

I marked thy glance, my darling. 

When, lit with radiant joy. 
Thy little soul seemed bursting 

From either laughing eye ; 
And those pure beams of rapture 

Awoke a new delight. 
Which I till then ne*er tasted 

In this drear world of night. 

IVe watched thine eyes, my sweet one. 

When tears were sparkling there. 
And the sorrows of thy bosom 

Fiird me with anxious care ; 
For it seemed sad and mournful 

A thing so full of glee 
Should taste the fruits of anguish 

Derived, alas ! from me. 
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And I did watch those eyes too 

When darkness o'er them spread, 
On that cold day of horror 

That rank*d thee with the dead. 
And, oh ! what clouds of anguish 

Involved my soul in night. 
When vanished were my day-stars, 
^ And quench'd their gladdening light. 

But I again shall see them. 

My sweet, my darling hoy. 
Beaming with new^-hom rapture 

In yon bright world of joy. 
The resurrection morning 

True pleasure shall restore ; 
And eyes with life enkindled 

Be closed in death no more. 



THE CURSE OF BRITAIN. 

A C17RSE is on our country. Clouds surround 
Her coast ; and round her heart the vital tide 
Irregularly flows. The sun of earth 
On whose proud disk, but some few years agone. 
No spot was seen, is shorn of half its beams, 
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And twilight sheds around. It seems as though 

The power that l<mg sustained her, holds no more. 

But leaves her to her fate, that while her foes 

Are gathering up their strength, as if to strike 

Some meditated and decisive hlow. 

Her very children are combining too 

Against her weal and honour. Whence proceed 

Such strange disasters P Wherefore has her God, 

The Lord of Hosts in part forsaken her P 

Oh, search thy heart, proud Briton ! Is it not 

That foul Idolati}'^ has eaten out 

The core of her religion P Is it not 

That Britain, heedless of her guardian power, 

(Fond money-seeking, money-getting Isle,) 

Now builds to mammon in her pompous streets. 

And worships gold P Go search the nation through. 

And let thy conscience answer. Tis for this 

She sends her vessels o'er the bounding waves 

To traffic with the various tribes of earth — 

Or steal their father's heritage from those 

Who cannot aid themselves, nor dare oppose 

The faithless barter. Tis to this thy sons. 

Haggard and care-worn with continual thought. 

Devote those intellectual energies 

Bestowed for higher, nobler purposes. 

Than thus to scrape huge heaps of yellow dust 

Or build high shrines to Plutus. Tis for this 

The sacred Sabbath weekly is profaned. 

And God's blest altars are so scarce become. 

That in his courts no place can now be found 
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For myriads of immortal souls that die 

For lack of knowledge, thou^ in all our towns 

The fanes of commerce and the god of wine 

Uplift their numerous fronts as mocking heaven. 

For this it is our factories are scenes 

Of infant immolation, lifting up 

Their voice to God for vengeance; and for this 

That latest hrand of infiimy is stamped 

Upon the unblushing forehead of our land. 

That bids the widow and her oirphans weep, 

And visits hapless indigence as crime. 

Oh, heed thee, Britain ! heed the warning voice 
Which tells thee of thy sin ; and bow the knee 
Confessing unto God. As yet his threats 
Sound but as distant thunder in thine ears. 
Not loud or imminent But that small cloud 
^^ch now appears upon the horison's verge. 
If heeded not may ^read its wings abroa4 
^d burst, a fell tornado, on thy coasts. 
^d who shall aid thee if thy God^rasheath 
His sword — the heathen and the infidel — 
When foreign foes encompass thee around. 
And e'en thy very children 'gainst thee raise 
Their fratricidal arms P Remember T3nre ! 
Remember Babylon in all her pride. 
Her ponderous walls, and gates, and merchant kings, 
MThere reign the bittern and the screech-owl now ! 
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SONG 
OF A RETURNING HEBREW AT JERUSALEM. 

Jerusalem ! Jerusalem ! 

Thou city of the hiest, 
I come^ beneath thy hallowed soil 

To lay my bones to rest. 
It is not mine to see thee rise 

In glory from the dust^ 
But God^ the God of Abraham, 

Is kind as well as just ; 
And hi^py but to die in thee 

I hail the sacred ground 
Where rest from all their wanderings 

The sons of Jacob found. 

Jerusalem ! Jerusalem ! 

Thy towers shall rise again 
When comes the Lord's anointed one 

In majesty to reign. 
My sun will shortly set ; but thou 

In glory shalt appear. 
Thy king, the God of all the earth. 

Thy name — " The Lord is here." 
And Gentiles who have spumed thee long 

Shall make thy glory known. 
While all conspire to honour thee. 

My £9ithers* land ! my own ! 
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LINES 

WRITTEN DURING THE SERIOUS ILLNESS OF A 
BELOVED CHILD. 

Another, yet ! what will not four suffice 
To form a chaplet for thy hand, oh. Death ? 
Must every flower that opens on my path 
And sheds sweet perfiime on life's weary way. 
Be nipped when just unfolding ? May not one 
Of those sweet voices, with whose mirthful tones 
No music of the earth can aught compare. 
Be left to (sail me Father ? And, ye heavens. 
Will not your mansions spare one cherub form 
A few short years, to cheer a parent's heart 
While passing on through this world's wilderness. 
And close his eyes upon the bed of death P 
But down, rebellious heart ! Thy will be done ! 
Not mine, my Father ; though thy hand, indeed. 
Is heavy on me. Oh ! 'tis sad, when night 
Has closed in slumber other human eyes. 
To sit outwatching heaven's bright sentinels ; 
Gaze on the feverish cheek, and starting frame ; 
List eager to the quick convulsive breath; 
And watch the opening of wild rolling eyes 
Which wont to greet us ever with a smile. 
But now may smile no more. Yet these are scenes 
In which the children of a fallen sire 
E 2 
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Must often beax their part. Alas ! for Love, 

If earth was its last home ! But there are realms. 

Far lovelier than poetic dreams have painted. 

Where Love shall ever live, and Pain and Death 

No entrance find. And there are times foretold 

When here on earth the ministrants of heaven 

Shall dwell, and Sin and Death be known no more. 

And every wail of sorrow, every sigh 

Of deep distress that heaves the heart of Love, 

Is but a portion of Creation's groans. 

While, travailing in sorrow, she awaits 

Her Monarch's time, the glorious day of joy. 

The consummation promised by her God, 

When all that s evil shall be done away. 

And peace, and love, and joy for ever reign. — 

There turn thy thoughts, my soul. The gulph of time 

Will soon be passed. The treasures thou hast lost 

For ever are not lost ! They are not dead. 

But sleeping. And though heavier sleep is theirs 

Than his I now am gazing on, who soon 

May join them — yet the resurrection mom 

Will dawn upon the waking eyes of all. 

And Death shall tear them from my arms no more. 
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HEBER. 

BOOK I. INTRODUCTOBT. 

" I aaw a new heaTen and a new earth, for the fint heaTen and 
e first earth were paned awaj," — Btv. zxL 1 . 



Exordium.^— A landscape in the new created earth-^ 
set— evening hymn— a fiunily circle-- momiDg — ^Mariani 
bower. 
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PiRiT of oniversal Liove ! assist 
y humble applicant ; and whilst he seeks 
sing the wonders of thy boundless reign 
ith fire like that the son of Amoz felt 

en with prophetic hand, by thee inspired, 
e woke the tones of Judah's sacred harp, 
Pill now his souL 

Be love my glorious theme, 
iFor God himself is love, and all the lapse 
f ages since duration's march began, 
nfolding and unfolding in their course 
[is vast mysterious fulness, but appears 
K A revelation of that wondVous name 
1^ His best perfection, best known title, Love, 
Thich He inscribed upon the eternal void 
rhen at his word creation sprang to birth, 
Hiich yet again he wrote on earth's dark breast 
I characters of blood, when Jesus died. 
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And yet again shall write in glorious beams 
Of living splendour o'er the universe 
What time its second birth creation owns 
And sin and death torment the worlds no more* 

The earth is full of \ove, albeit the storms 
Of passion mar its influence benign 
And drown its voice with discords. Every flower 
That to the sim its heaving breast expands 
Is bom of Love. And every song of bird 
That floats mellifluent on the balmy air 
Is but a love-note. Heaven is full of love^ 
Its starry eyes run o'er with tendemess> 
And soften every heart that meets their gaze. 
As downward looking on this wa3rward world 
They light it back to God. But neither stars. 
Nor flowers, nor song of birds, nor earth, nor heai 
80 tell the wonders of that glorious name 
As they shall be revealed when comes the hour 
Of nature's consummation, hoped for long. 
When, passed the chequer'd vestibule of time. 
The creature in immortal youth shall bloom. 
And good unmixed with ill for ever reign. 

Oh, happy period ! unto thee the muse 
Now fondly turns. Her hopeful eyes would pierci 
Through the long mist of ages yet unborn 
(All destined to receive the taint of sin,) 
And gaze upon its dear, its native world, 
When, purified by that baptismal ^te 
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which her mingled elements shall melt, 
[er every voice, and every form shall tell 
'hat God is love. 

Celestial Paraclete, 
!Lend then thine influence ! aid my feehle tongue ! 
And teach my hand to strike the prophet's lyre, 
[Whilst, gazing thus upon the world to come, 
[For blessings which the present does not yield. 
Now of the future, as the past, I sing. 

The sun was &st departing from a scene 
Of beauty, in a world where sin's keen blight 
'Blanch'd not the roses on the cheek of joy. 
Where peace was ever present with her cup 
Of blessings, and the happy brow of love 
isk'd in a richer light than e er was shed 
pon that cold and desolated earth, 
bere man beneath the ruins of the fall 
ragged on a life of mingled weal and woe, 
i hope of one more lovely. Smooth and fair 
Were all its plains, and verdant all its hills. 
No lightning scathe, no marks of wild concussion. 
No streaks of violence on nature's frame 
Disturbed its softened harmony ; or woke 
Imaginations that accorded not 
With everlasting peace. If there had been 
Wrecks on its surface, every mark they left 
Was vanished now. The swelling tides of love 
Had with their soft attrition smoothed all 
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Its craggy points ; and calm tranqurllity 

Reigned on the heights, and in the valleys reigned. 

Near to a glossy stream, beneath the shade 
Of a tall cedar, whose umbrageous boughs 
Extended wide o'er beds of sparkling flowers. 
That opened their soft bosoms to the air. 
And on the pinions of the passing gale 
Shed incense sweet, three happy beings sat. 
Of human form ; but he who e*er had known 
Man in the hour of sorrow and distress. 
When care corrosive feasted on his soul 
And wrinkled the smooth forehead of his youth. 
Had deemed them all exempt from human ills 
And human frailties. 

On the brow of one 
Age sat serene. Unwrinkled and unmarked 
By aught that told of woe or wasting care, 
Jt bore the dignity of numerous years 
Without their blighting influence ; and told 
To him that gazed on it of summers passed 
Almost innumerous ; but did not speak 
Of woes that marked those summers spent on earth ; 
Before the happy change, predicted long 
By Judah's bards in songs of ancient time. 
Made man rejoice and all creation smile. 

Wisdom was in his looks ; and sometimes too. 
From the deep gaze of his far-reaching eye 
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when fixed intently, it appeared to turn 
Within, and read the records of the past. 
We might suppose experience sage and trying 
It had been his to share ; though if with woe 
That sage experience ever had been dash'd, 
Twas evident that now its cup was absent, 
From the benign and heavenly calm that dwelt 
Upon his features. All his storms were o*er ; 
And he was like a hush'd volcano now. 
When o'er the surface of the molten stream 
That once was from its entrails fiercely poured. 
The green grass waves beneath the rustling wind 
Smiling in beauty. In his hand he held 
A golden harp ; and touch'd its strings anon. 
Waking delicious music, with whose tones 

he air grew pregnant, whilst his mellow voice 

^ould oft accompany the gladsome strain 

ith h3anns of rapture. 

Him the other twain 
Listened delighted, aiid in imder tone 
They held sweet converse, such as lovers hold 

hen silence more expressive seems than words, 
■and yet each word awakes a thrill of joy ; 
While the swollen heart's big heavings press upon 
The eyelids, as though light insufierable 
Dazzled the orbs of sight and forced them down. 
Him thus they listened, and exchanging smiles 
Frequent and joyous, with each other toy'd. 
Like sportive children. 
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Blooming youth was theirs, 
A youth all bloom, which feared no nipping blast 
Or blighting influence, — for the blight of earth 
Was gone. Experience had not taught their hearts 
To fear the touch contaminate of sin. 
Or dread the two-edged sword of ruthless death. 
That ancient foe to love, who severed oft 
C ords tenderer than the heart-strings. Nought they knc 
Of harrowing care, of unconfiding doubt. 
Of green-eyed jealousy, or wholesome dread 
Of the last paiting moment ; for the foe 
Of all was conquered by creation s Lord, 
Who in the pregnant years of by-gone time 
Had stoop*d from his infinitude to save 
The finite ; and on love's swift wings had urged 
Through matter his assimilating way. 
Gathering, uniting all things to himself. 
One fold, one Shepherd, one great All in all. 

The youth and maiden were betrothed in heart ; 
Like stars they shone upon each other's path. 
And loved each other with the fervent love 
Of innocence, a love that bade them look 
To the great author of their blessedness 
With gratitude for all enjoyments flowing 
From him their source. For whether they admired 
The hues so various of the painted flowers. 
The rising or the setting sun, the songs 
Of tuneful birds, or nature's tuneful voice 
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Breathed in the zephyr's or the flowing streams. 
Or whether from each other's eyes they drank 
A rapture sweeter than all these could yield, 
God was in every thought, that God to whom 
They owed their all. 

The sun was setting now ; 
How calmly ! In the changing years of time 

(an oft had seen it set ; and batds had watch 'd, 
Extatic, its departure, clad with robes 
Of gold and crimson, till their spirits caught 
Rays of prophetic gloiy, and they dreamed 
►flight and splendour — then indeed but dreams — 
rom which they were awakened by the gloom 
And chilly vapours of the chamel house. 
But neither man had seen nor bard had sung 
A sunset like to this — so calm, so soft,- 
The very scene was peace ; and yet withal 
Of such pure brightness that it rivalled aught 
Except those beams of imcreated light. 
Which speak the visible presence of the Highest. 

The old man turned his eyes upon the west 
And strnck his harp-sUings louder. 'Twas to him 
The signal for his evening's orison ; 
For twilight that drew perfume irom the flowers. 
From him the incense of the spirit drew. 
And whilst the voices of the youth and maid. 
His daughter and her lover, joined the strains. 
Thus breathed he his heart's fulness forth in prayer. 
F 2 
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" Great source of Blessedness ! to Thee again 
Our evening songs arise. Thou Light of Light ! 
From whose exhaustless fount yon glowing sun 
Draws all his splendours ! Increate ! who dwell'st 
In glory unapproachable ! to Thee 
Oar grateful and delighted spirits ascend 
With incense. Author of all good to all ! 
Fountain of life and energy and joy ! 
How as befits thy greatness, can we sing 
Thy praise ? To Thee all nature turns, to Thee 
Her tongues — to us innumerable — rise. 
Proclaiming Thee her Author, Thee her End. 
The winged bird, the honey-gathering bee. 
The whispering breeze and softly murmuring stream. 
These teach our hearts to praise Thee ! Every creati 
Sportive and joyous in the life thou givest. 
With every gambol of Thy goodness tells. 
From whom its raptures spring. But 'tis the work 
Of man. Thy priest. Thy great vicegerent here. 
To gather up the incense of the world 
And offer it to Thee. Thy hand, oh, God ! 
Did fashion all creation. Ere a ray. 
Save of that uncreated light which dwells 
In Thee, had beamed upon the boundless void. 
Ere matter had existence, or a voice 
Had broke the silence of eternity. 
Thou wast ! the Everlasting Source of all. 
From whom all being, all enjoyment sprang. 
Thou spakest, and unnumbered worlds appeared ! 
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Thou breathedst^ and those worlds were clothed with life. 

In every multitudinous form that told 

Un&thomable wisdom ! while with joy 

The stars of morning in glad concert sang 

And nature shouted on her natal day. 

But nature wandered from thee, and a blight 

Pass'd o'er her beauties. Death, — Creation's foe, — 

And sin, his foul progenitor, commenced 

Their reign of terror. Earth was full of blood ; 

Marr'd was the glory of the universe ; 

And, lit by crime, a lake of quenchless fire. 

Declared the terrors of Thy righteousness. 

Yet didst /Thou not forsake Thy handy work, 

God of unfailing goodness ! Wake, my harp, 

A nobler strain of rapture ! Shout, oh, earth ! 
^hoiit, heaven ! man ! angels, shout ! and ye redeemed, 
be purchase of his love, who round his throne 
well now for ever, raise your shouts on high 

rrimnphant ! Help was on the Mighty laid ! 

And Strength came forth to battle with the strong, 

Unconquerable strength ! Eternity 

A^as poured into the shallow bay of time. 

The Illimitable in the finite dwelt ! 

The source of life drew life from those he formed ! 

Ihe Majesty of heaven became on earth 

-A Servant and a Sufferer ; doffd his crown 

Of starry brilliance, and around his brows 

In meekness wore a crown of piercing thorn ! 

^ea, Life itself submitted unto death. 

That death might live, and Love, Eternal Love, 
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Might triumph ! Shout aloud! creation^ shout ! 
Wake, every voice of harmony, awake 
Your noblest chords to Him whose love endured 
Strife and contention, bitterness and wrath. 
Who for his murderers his life-blood shed, 
And quench'd Gehenna with that stream divine ! 

" Lord of the universe ! around Thy throne 
Ten thousand times ten thousand thousand suns 
Roll on in their majestic course, and drink 
From the full splendour of its dazzling pillars 
A light that fills creation with its beams ! 
But what are these to thee P Thy love outshines 
All light ! all splendour ! God of Love untold ! 
Unspeakable ! throughout the boundless years 
Of immortality, the joyful songs 
Of Thy redeemed ones, and the rapturous praise 
Of all creation, ransomed from the power 
Of evil, shall proclaim Thee as alone 
Worthy of worship, author of all joy ! 
While every creature, basking in the beams 
Of thy unfailing goodness; feels secure ; 
And in the enjoyment of thy blessings, owns 
Thee the Great Source from whom those blessings spring. 

" Father ! we bless Thee now the evening shades 
Surround us, for the mercies of the day 
To us and to all creatures. When we seek 
Refreshment in repose, be Thou our guard 
As Thou hast been through Jtfe ; and when at mom 
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The curtains of the east are push'd aside 

id thy now vanish 'd lamp relumes our heaven. 
Assist our hearts to praise Thee, and devote 
Our strength renewed to thee, our End, our All." 

' Here their thanksgiving ceased; the winds that stooped 
) hear it upward on their odorous wings, 
fted their hurden towards the throne of heaven ; 

id from their knees the happy suppliants rose, 

^"^d slowly bending towards a distant cot 
leir gladsome steps, in cheerfiil converse joined, — 
inverse that like the dews of morning, shed 
)on the bosom of the fragrant herb. 

At once refreshed and drew refreshment forth. 

Embosomed in a vale where richest flowers 

every hue indigenous, and trees 

uring the most luxuriant fruits appeared 
— gay profusion, Heber's cottage stood ; 
And at a little distance was the dwelling 
Of Areb, father of the youth,^ whose arm 
Was linked in that of his delighted child. 
Before them spread a pasture ground, which rose 
Towards an upland, where the forest trees 
Umbrageous grew, affording shelter sweet 
When summer's mid-day sun with glowing warmth 
Ripened the products of the fruitful soil. 
There herds and flocks grazed peacefully, and oft 
Forth from the upland stalked the spotted pard. 
Or tawny lion, and in frolic games 
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Joined with its fleecy habitants ; no more 

Athirst for blood or eager to destroy. 

For harmony was not the heritage 

Of man alone. The poisoned shaft of death 

Was broken ; and the womb of earth produced 

Sufficient sustenance for all her children. 

The moon was gaily shining, when> refreshed 
With ordoriferous sweets that rose from earth 
In rich profusion, at her cottage door 
Stood Hannah, Heber*s matron wife, to greet 
Her consort and the lovers. Oh ! what joy 
Was then awakened by the gorgeous sight 
Of heaven's fieur-spreading canopy, as she 
Whose lesser lamp concealed not with eclipse 
Their distant rays, led on the starry host 
Across the blue cerulean. Night was ne'er 
Disfigured then with storms, or clad in robes 
Of hideous darkness. Through the distance beamed 
The many thousand tearless eyes of heaven, * 

Shedding sweet influence on the balmy air. 
And they who gazed upon their splendours fair 
Knew them as worlds where God the ever good 
Was seen and felt and known — as worlds by ill 
Disfigured not, as earth erewhile had been. 
For evil's reign was o'er ; creation work 
Had passed the vestibule of time : and God 
As the creating and upholding power 
Was manifested unto all his worlds. 
Where everlasting goodness reigned supreme. 
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The greeting ended^ to the cot all turned ; 
And with a temperate meal of milk and fruits 
Assuaged their thirst and hunger, giving thanks 

To him from whom it came. A rich repast ! 

• 

Which though not seasoned hy the thousand arts 

So often in request in ancient time 

To tempt the vitiated appetite, 

T'll o'ercloyed nature found relief in pain, 

IS seasoned still with cheerfulness, and gave 
'^ plenishment of strength. 

The meal dispatched, 

lus spake the youth to Heber, " Sire, when oft 
Thy lips have spoken of the ancient world. 
They've dwelt upon the pregnant reign of evil. 
Oh, tell us something of its awful fruits 
That we may learn still more to prize the blessings 
Which God has given us ; and delight in Love 
Unmixed with bitterness." 

" Twas for this end 
'Moftgst others," answered Heber. " Evil here 
Permission gained to riot for its day. 
Its little day, for oh ! how small, compared 
With immortality ! It was that all 
Might learn by whom they are upheld, might learn 
The mutability of creatureship. 
And sire to son make known the truth, that God 
Alone is good, our strength, our all in all. 
And willingly my hand shall in the chart 
Of ancient time point out the rocks which wrecked 
Unhappy mariners, and teach your hearts 
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Now in the enjoyment of a hallowed love. 
That love on earth, before the day of joy. 
Whose fire baptismal purged her dross away. 
Not always fed on smiles, or fondly toyed 
With happiness. But now the hour is late. 
And calls thee to thy home. Go rest thee now 
Until the morrow; and when morning dawns 
And thou hast tended well thy sheep and kine 
And paid thy mom's devotions unto heaven. 
Then join us in thy Mariamne's bower 
And I will tell thee of the world that was ; 
Such things will make thee prize thy blessings more. 
And with renewed ardour praise the Lord." 

Thus urged, Jehoachin unpressed a kiss 
On Mariamne s lips and sped his way ; ^• 

And soft repose became the lot of alh 

The morning dawned in gladness. It was then 
The lot of every mom. Her smUe was peace, • 

Her breath was perfume. And the spicy grove 
Not tangled now with thoms, the pasturage. 
The garden, and luxuriant cornfield, all 
Were vocal with the melodists of heaven. 
Who tuned their songs of praise to him whose sun 
Reanimated nature. 

At the hour 
Appointed, unto Mariamne's bower 
Jehoachin repaired. It was indeed 
A lovely spot. With honeysuckles twined — 
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Like sisters folded in each other's arms — 
The blushing rose and modest jasmine climbed 
Around the lattice-work ; and here and there 
The passion-flower forth peeping called to mind 
A Saviour's love and sorrows. In its front 

gay parterre, bedeck'd with various flowers. 
Smiled joyous; and a distant fountain lent 
Music and freshness to the humid air. 
But sweeter far than its adornments all 
as to the youth the flower that oft within 
was his to see and love — the blue-eyed maid, 
liose heart was next to God most sought, most prized; 
ad in whose presence such a thrilling joy 
(Jame o'er him, that his soul appeared dissolved 
In extacy. The maiden and her sire 
Were there when he approached; and greeting both 
He raised unto his burning lips the hand 
He hoped to call his own, and sat him down 
To listen to the old man's tales of woe. 



END OF BOOK I. 
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Tbey were ctting ind drinliiDg, mirrying and giving in marriage, 
until the day that Noe entered into the ark, and knew not until the flood 
cmme and took them ail away.**— ifa//. xxiv. 38, 39. 



S* It may be needful to mention, in order to prevent any 
charge of plagiarism, that the first rough draft of this first 
story was published by the Author in prose some years ago, in a 
periodical of very limited circulation* 
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BOOK ir. 
JUVAL AND AZETA. 

The world was in its youths (the sire began J 
Yet withered was its pristine loveliness ; 
For sin and death had o'er its features passed. 
And like the serpent left a slimy track 
That covered every trace of purity. 
Man who was formed the image of his God 
Had fallen by the tempter's arts ; and, lost 
In the black shadow of the king of terrors, 
That from his view concealed the light of heaven. 
Wandered in wild uncertainty. His race 
Had in their numbers rapidly increased ; — 
For in the curse on woman Crod had said. 
He for her sin would greatly multiply 
Her sorrow and conception (finding food 
*0T the insatiate famine of the foe 
±o whom she sold herselQ ; — and from the earth 
6 2 
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The cry of blood and violence arose 

Assaulting heaven. God sent his prophets then^ 

Denouncing loud the sins of humankind 

And threatening vengeance due, unless they sought 

By true repentance to avert his wrath. 

But Enoch, Noah, and the prophets all 

Unheeded spake, or met with nought but jeers. 

And full the cup of indignation grew. 

Ye cannot know, whose minds were ever pure. 
The follies of that guilty, giddy world, 
Which spumed its Maker and denied His name ; 
And could ye read within the book of God 
The dismal records of duration past. 
Yet would ye not conceive of sin and death 
So awful as they were. These eyes have seen. 
This heart hath felt for both ; yet 'twould be vain 
Did I attempt to picture them to you 
In their true colours. Hell alone can speak 
Their horrors, where the never-d3dng worm 
Gnaws, and the fire unquenchable bums on. 
These, therefore, will I seek not to pourtray, 
(For you have *scaped them,) but will call back scenes 
From ancient time their bitterness to tell. 

The sun had passed its zenith ; and the day. 
Was drawing towards its close ; a day on earth 
By iiia^y marked as that with which the smiles 
Of hope had fled, and left them nought but care. 
Yet was there nothing as its hours passed on 
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Which spoke of commg evil. In the halls 

And dwellings of Enocha festive shonts 

And hacchanalian revefary were heard ! 

And thousands danced as hlindfold on the verge 

Of death, nor feared the dire calamity 

Which heaven had threatened, and the prophet told. 

The Jpkters of Euphrates flowed not then 
With swifter pace, though destined soon to rise 
Above their floweiy banks, and roll along 
In majesty that laughed at human pride, 

arrying the wrecks of beauty to the sea 
That cast them back again. How many eyes, 
~ngaged in other occupations then, 
riad gazed upon the glowing sun that night. 
If they had thought its beams no more on them 

''ould shine propitious ! — but above, beneath, 
aH things continued as their wont had been. 
The day-beams glanced upon the truant wave. 

be sprightly fish leaped sportive firom the stream 

9 hail their influence. Every star-eyed flower 
X hat deck*d the earth, or bowed its head to kiss 
Its mirror 'd beauty in the glossy river. 
Breathed forth its wonted odor. The wild songs 
Of joyous birds, unconscious of their doom. 
Were undulating on the fragrant air : 
And none had thought, when gazing on that scene 
So rife with beauty, that the glowing orb. 
To which, 'twas bidding such a sweet fjeurewell. 
No more would glad the eye, or light the face 
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Of woe-torn nature with a gleam of hope. 
Till earth had vanished, and the ruthless wave, 
Exulting in its all prevailing might. 
Had swept her stains of in&my away* 

Azeta left her father's festive halls 
To pace the river's hanks. Her heating heart 
Swelled high with expectation ; for the hour 
Was near whai to his heart her Juval's arms 
Would fold her closely. On those hanks, where oft 
They'd wandered joyous, at the sunset hour 
That evening had he promised to return 
And claim her as his hride. Ah ! little thought 
The maiden how their honey-moon would pass ! 
For marriage feasts and marriage dances still 
Gladdened the heart, until the flood came down 
And brought destruction. 

On the wings of love 
Had Juval flown to meet her ; hut his heart 
Was sorrowful. Ere yet he bade farewell 
To the white dwellings of his Sethite race 
His ear had caught the prophet Noah's words ; 
And o*er the radiance of his buoyant heart 
The shades of woe and melancholy hung. 
Clouding its visions of futurity 
That erst had been so lovely. 

From the eye 
Of his Azeta 'twas in vain he sought 
To hide his sadness. E'en his very smiles 
Were tearful, like the sunlight of a storm; 
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And his fond dalliance had a languor in it 
That seemed not suited to their bridal night. 

She learned the secret of his mystic gloom ; 
And sought to cheer him. To Enocha*s halls 
The fame of Noah, years agone, had spread. 
But he was looked upon as one that dreamed ; 
And those denunciations which he uttered 
By the indwelling Spirit of the Lord, 
Were by the priesthood and the nephilim 
Treated as ravings. Learning from her race 
To mock at prophecy, the maiden sought 
By every sceptical and wily art 
To ease the heaviness of Juval*s breast; 
And while they, arm in arm, approached the hall 
Where now the festive rights were all in train, — 
As some fierce river when its mighty stream 
Divided, into different channels runs. 
Moor smoothly passes on, e'en so his thoughts. 
By her fond converse partly drawn away 
From the sad theme which fill'd them with despair, 
Grew far more cheerful. Yet amid the joy 
And festive gaiety that reigned around^ 
Abstracted often were those thoughts, as o'er 
His mind the Godly prophet's reverend form 
Would flit, and seem to echo in his ear 
The awful threatenings of a ruined world. 

Night passed. The advent of their bridal day 
Was ushered in with gloom. A drizzling rain. 
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The emest of heaven s loudly uttered curse^ 

Began at day-break slowly to descend. 

And in its violence each hour increased. 

While heaven grew blacker as the day advanced. 

The Sethite sought to hide his growing fears 

From fair Azeta; yet his anxious heart 

Was full of strange forebodings ; for that day 

Was by the prophet fixed upon as one 

On which the sun should be obscured — no more 

To shine till earth was made her children's grave. 

And day too went and came, yet did but seem 
A night of lesser blackness. Rain and storms 
Continued ; and no glimpse of sun^ine burst 
Through the thick gloom of overhanging clouds 
That, like the pall of human hopes, o*erspread 
The face of heaven. And, ever and anon. 
Between the lightning's fitful bursts, was heard 
A rumbling and a crashing sound, more deep 
Than that of thunder, at whose voice the earth 
Convulsive shook. Those fearful shocks increased 
In violence ; and near the hour of noon 
A dreadful crash was in the city heard. 
The temple of Azuba burst in twain ; 
Its roof fell headlong on the devotees 
Who worshipped there ; and, pouring from beneath. 
Volumes of water upward rush*d towards heaven. 
As from the mouth of some gigantic fount; 
And seemed to hurl defiance at the clouds 
That pour'd their torrents down. 
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The city's streets 
Were all confusion. Hundreds sped their way 
To the huge palace o( the Teraphim 
To implore with fervent agonizing prayer 
The wonted influence of the God of light ; 
And there consult each other on their strange 
And doleful prospects. Many were their words 
And noisy^ as they ofiered each advice 
Different from other; and their hlasphemies 
Eeceived an answer in the echoing peals 
That rolled sonorous round the vault of heaven. 

Near to a lofly casement Juval sat^ 
And gazed on that confusion wild which raged 
Without. He spoke not, though Azeta's hand 
Was pressed in his, and her dark eyes were fixed 
Upon his changeless features. Yet his thoughts 
Dwelt not upon the things that met his view 
Amid the flooded streets. That awful curse 
The venerable prophet breathed, when late 
Denouncing judgment on a guilty world. 
Now eat into hts soul ; as in the flash 
Of the unfolded lightning he could read. 
As in a scroll, its fell veracity. 

Was that an hour for love, when heaven and eartli 
Contended, and destruction stalking forth 
; In might, laugh'd at the visible wretchedness 
Every where teeming, and exulted wild 
To think his famine soon would be appeased 
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Upon a ruined world ? Oh, love ! though fallen. 
Thou haredst then some semhlance to the fount 
From which thou flowedst ! eldest horn of heaven ! 
When eveiy other virtuous trait that marked 
The image of his God was lost in man. 
Thou still didst live, unconquered e'en hy woe. 

Not for his own sake pondered Juval then 
Upon the prophet's form, the tents of Seth, 
The Gordyan hills, and Atalantis' heights 
More distant and more lofty. Life for him 
Possessed no charms save those which centred in 
The consort of his heart. The heating rain 
He heeded nought compared with that deep flood 
Which, every hour accumulating, swept 
Along the city's streets, and threatened soon 
To overflow the extensive vale of Naid, 
His only upward way. His purpose fixed. 
He grasped more closely fair A z eta's hand. 
His arm encircled round her waist and pressed, 
A kiss upon her lips, then thus began. — 

" Alas ! my love, I fear the prophet's threats 
Were not all vain ones. Very soon 'tis plain 
Will desolation reign and triumph here. 
And where shall 1 conceal thee from its rage ?*' 
— Tears choked his utterance, every moment seemed 
An age till some security was gained. 
He pressed her to his agonizing heart; 
Then thus continued. — " Wilt thou fly with me 
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To where my kinsmen feed their flocks ? — Tis all 
An upward way, and haply those high hills. 
Where tend the race of Seth their fleecy charge. 
May hid defiance to the hoisterous wave 
That sweeps the cities of the plain away. 



Azeta*s scepticism was vanished now. 
The dread realities of rain and storm 
Had in her hosom quench'd the pride of Cain, 
The philosophic firmness of his race ; 
And howed her soul hefore the Lord of Hosts. 

I'm thine," she cried, " do with me as thou wilt, 
m wander with thee if thou hidst me fly 
While these poor limhs or strength retain or motion ; 
And if our lot he death, hut let me hreathe 
My spirit forth whilst thou emhracest me. 
And I will not repuie." 

A latent heam 
Of hope flashed o er the Sethite*s mind as thus 
She spoke her firm resolve ; for to his thoughts 
The heights of Atalantis seemed indeed 
A harrier for the waves. 

Unheeded now. 
Mid the confusion, hy Azeta's friends 
They left the house, while still wild torrents poured 
From the dark heaven ahove. His trusty how 
And quiver o'er his powerful shoulders flung, — 
For ever useless now ! — and at his hack 
A wallet of refreshment, with the hand 
Of his sad consort firmly grasped in his, 
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He ran or waded through the lower grounds 
That hordered on the wilderness of Naid. 

Gird up thy loins^ my sweet one^" he exclaimed ; 

In three day's time well reach the Gordyean hills 
Upraised above the spreading desolation. 
My robe shall shield thee from the roughest blasts. 
And in his arms shall JuTal cany thee 
O er the deep waters." 

He was answered not. 
Save by the louder roaring of the storm 
That beat more furious on Enocha's waUs, 
From whose vicinity they hurried forth. 
For now the fountains of the mighty deep 
Were broken up ; the agitated sea 
Rushed headlong o'er its lately bounding shores ; 
Earth to her centre shook ; and piercing shrieks 
Of agony upon the howling blast • 
Were borne continuous, mingling with its din. 
As temple after temple, house on house. 
And palace after palace crashing fell 
Beneath the weight of waters. 

Distant yet 
Was from the lovers that destructive flood 
Which o'er a thousand beating hearts had rolled 
And stilled their tumult. To the rising grounds 
It had not reached. But everywhere the hills 
Seemed teeming with a thousand new-bom springs. 
As though the earth was weeping for their woe ; 
And slippery and dangerous grew that path 
Where they had hoped for safety. Oft they walked 



JUVAL AKD AZETA. 87 

« 

As though through torrents ; and the heating rain 
Descending still in ceaseless floods from heaven^ 
Seemed more than they could hear. Yet on^ on^ on. 
Till nightfall did they Urge their rapid way. 
Convinced their only safety was in flight 
While such a fell pursuer tracked their steps. 

Then Mr Azeta's limhs grew stifi*; her strength 
Was gone ; and o'er her heavy eyelids fell 
The weight of slumher. Twas in vain to think 
Of wand'ring farther. 'Neath a palm-tree's shade 
Her lover laid her, covered with his rohe. 
And watch 'd heside her. Oh ! how sweet is sleep 
To those in trouhle ! For a little space 
Her sorrows were forgot. The drenching rain 
Descended still ; and still the stormy wind 
Howled the loud requiem of departed joys. 
But calm and peaceful as the quiet dead 
She lay and heeded not. 

It was a dark 
And dismal time, whose like earth ne'er had seen 
Since light ohedient to the Eternal's word 
Sprang forth into existence. Not a star 
Sent through the impervious gloom its cheering ray ; 
And save when from the matrix of the storm 
The lightning leaped exulting, not a gleam 
Of radiance hurst upon the drenched world 
To make its horrors visihle. The heasts. 
Roused from their dripping forests, wandered forth. 
But sought not prey ; hunger and thirst alike 
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Were then forgot ; — but fearfully they howled 
As echoing back the howling of the storm. 
And mingled with the crash of trees borne down 
By rushing waters, with the beat of rain 
Poured from the opened windows of the skies. 
And roar of thunder, — e'en their feeble howl 
Increased the horrors of the mingled din 
That echoing back upon eternal years 
The jar of Chaos, fiU'd the pregnant air. 

Yet did Azeta sweetly, soundly sleep 
E en in that hour of terror. For the toil 
Of her long wandering had fatigued her much ; 
And sheltered by the palm-tree and the robe 
With which her Juval covered her, she lay 
Unconscious of the strife of elements 
Or her impending doom. The hapless youth 
Watch *d o'er her buried deep in anxious thought. 
Until his brain turned giddy. Faintness then 
Came kindly to him for his soul's relief. 
Inducing quiet sleep. He laid him down 
Beside his slumbering bride, for whom alone 
He felt or thought of peril in that hour. 
And clasped her, as he thought, in death's embrace. 

The darkness of the night gave place to dawn. 
If dawn it could be called where light was not. 
But twilight only sped the gate of heaven 
To wake unhappy myriads from their sleep. 
Nor now, as was its wont, to light gave birth. 
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The lovers upward looked to heaven, and wept ; 
But heaven wept only in return. First rose 
The youth ; and turned his aching eyes around. 
He looked where late the vale of Enoch stood. 
And saw beneath the lightning's fitful glare 
A sheet of waters, with one sign alone 
To mark where stood the city whence they fled. 
The pinnacles, which, raised by Tubal Cain, 
Graced the tall palace of the Teraphim 
Just jutting^ through the waves. ''^ 

It was no time 
For rest, though welcome further rest had been 
E'en then beneath that dark inclement sky. 
He saw the foe with rapid stiides advance. 
And caught from fear new energies. On, on 
His spirit pointed still, for farther flight 
Alone could, save them ; and another day 
Might see their present resting-place entombed. 
He poured a cordial in Azeta s lips, — 
When, started by a sound more strange than yet 
Had met his ears, again he turned him round. 
Oh, sight incredible ! — a distant hill 
Rent at its summit, like the cratered peak 
Of a volcano, poured a deluge forth 
Of rushing waters, that tore down the sides 

* However extravagant this may seem as representing the progress of the 
rising deluge, if the mountains ci the old world bore any proportion in height 
to those of the new, the increase of the waters as here represented at the 
^^nning of the forty days was quite gradual to what it must have been after. 
^ntis. To covOT in forty days tiie tops of the snowy mountains in India, 
^ater must rise at the rate of 700 feet per day. 
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Of hillocks at its base ; and leaping still 
Higher and higher up toward heaven, there met 
The water-spouts that downward rush'd from thence. 
And with their mad concussion shook the world; 
And dash'd their spray e'en to the gazer's feet. 

The Sethite stood a moment with his soul 
Absorbed in wonder at this scene sublime. 
And still, forgetful of himself and her 
Dearer to him than life, he gazed where late 
The potent element, which now appeared 
Destruction s messenger, contended wild 
With its own violent and dreadful rage. 
Yet 'twas but for a moment. Quickly drooped 
Imagination's wing ! Reality 
In all its horrors burst upon his soul. 
And bade him fly for safety. 

From the earth 
He tenderly raised his fainting bride ; but now 
Her limbs were stiffened, and she could not walk. 
She turned her eyes imploringly on his 
And wept, but spoke not ; yet that anxious glance 
Appeared to say, " 'tis fruitless l" In his arms 
He raised her up and carried her till noon ; 
Then he grew weary. Thrice he halted ; thiice 
Resumed his arduous task ; until at length 
Worn out, he drooped ; and both lay down to die. 

" Kiss me, my husband !" cried the bride, " I feel 
My spirit is departing ! Oh that he . 
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Whom Noah worships, that the Sethite's God 

Would pity his poor creatures !" " Lord of Hosts ! 

God of my fathers 1" Juval cried, " whose ways 

Are in the deeps past finding out, to Thee 

At length we turn ! Oh ! look with pitying eye 

Upon the broken hearted ! Here we own 

Our folly and our madness. But, alas ! 

It b too late, and vengeance wiU have coui*se ; 

For mercy s star of hope is quench'd at last 

By the wild torrents of the drenching heaven." 

A glare more lasting than the lightning's flash 
Now spread across the gloomy vault on high. 
A thrill of joy through Juval's bosom ran 
In hope it was a sunbeam. Leaping up, 
As though his strength was all at once renewed. 
He speeded to an eminence, and looked 
Toward whence it came. " Oh, God !" he cried : his heart 
Was broken, and his lips could speak no more : 
For there, instead of day's resplendent orb. 
He saw a distant mountain wrapped in flames.**^ 
And still in spite of heaven's descending floods 
Pour from its bosom streams of liquid fire. 
He watch 'd them roll into the colder waves 
Beneath ; he saw the wild concussion there ; 
And in the fury of those boiling waves 

* Although in the short description of the deluge given in the book of 
Genesis there is no mention of volcanic action, yet the combined testimony of 
other portions of the sacred writings of the most esteemed ethnic writers and 
of geological discovery, is, I think, sufficient to establish the fact beyond 
controversy. 
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Appeared to read his owu impending doom. 

Yet hope sprung up afresh within his soul : 

" If fire and water thus contend," he cried, 

" The floods may yet he dried." Another hill 

He scaled ; and saw heneath the murky sky 

His kinsmen's distant tents ; and those high halls 

Where late he looked for safety. Turning back 

Again, he took Azeta in his arms 

And swiftly carried on her fainting form. 

Fear added wings to speed ; and the hoarse growl 

Of the wild foe that track 'd his eager steps 

Still hade him onward. Wading through the low 

And running o'er the higher grounds, at length. 

Towards nightfal, he discerned his kinsmen's tents 

More plainly, but some few miles further on. 

How sickened is the disappointed heart 
With hope deferred. While yet in open view 
Those objects so desired, so loved, appeared. 
The little light which in that stormy time 
The day had yielded, fled. Extinguished too 
By its own fury, the volcano's glare 
Was lost ; and he could see his way no more. 

What could the lover do ? Uncertainty 
And darkness hovered o'er the path before. 
And its wild dangers were but more enhanced 
By fear of evils which existed not 
Save in imagination. If he sought 
To progress in that sad and darksome hour 
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He might but wander farther from his home 
Or fall from some milooked-for precipice ; 

f' And if he stayed beneath those drenching clouds — 
The thought called up his agonies afresh, 
*' Alas !" he cried, " shell perish ere the mom," 

I And, tortured with intense anxiety, 
JBe pressed his burden closer to his heart 
And bathed her features with his scalding tears. 
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A sudden flash of lightning to his view 
sclosed a cave, o'er which a rocky roof 
— ipended, by some strange concussion rent. 
Beneath its umbrage, awful though it seemed. 
Acceptable in such a dangerous straight, 
He bore his bride to shelter from the rain ; 
And to his own chilled bosom clasping her, 
(As though to nourish with a warmth it had not,) 
Lay down beside her. In that terrible hour 
Far wandered o*er the past the Sethite's thoughts. 
And, like the spectral messenger of doom. 
Rose on his mind the prophet's awful form 
Denouncing judgment on apostate man. 
Again he heard — what oft his kindred heard 
And heeded not — those threats of judgment, breathed 
j[n words of fire, which for the sire had gain'd 

'he name of babbler ; and again he heard 

'he laugh derisive and the careless sneer, 
ith which the man of God was ever met, 
len earnestly he sought to turn mankind 

^rom their mad course of folly. 
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What a scene 
Was now around him ! How those dreadful threats 
Were realized ! Cowering heneath the thought 
That he too by his sins had thus provoked 
The indignation of the Omnipotent^ 
His soul within him trembled ; and the tears 
Of keen repentance from his eyelids flowed. 
He prayed in spirit as he lay, impressed 
With the full presence of that God whose name 
Was now The Avenger. *' Father !" he exclaimed, 
'' Of long continued goodness, who hast dolTd 
The sunny garments of sweet mercy now,- 
So long time worn in vain, and robed in clouds 
Of terror, ridest on the whirlwind's wing ! 
Consumed beneath thy judgments, we confess 
Our sins, which as the winds have carried us 
Away. Who with thy fury can contend ? 
Thou lookest on the mountains, and they smoke ! 
Thou speakest to the floods, their shores are gone ! 
They swallow up the hills ! Yet hear, oh Lord ! 
Spare us in mercy if it pleaseth thee. 
As in the name of him that is to come. 
Whom Noah preached to us, the promised seed 
Of woman, I would lift my voice to Thee, 
And beg that guidance I have spumed so long 
To lead us to a place of refuge now." 

But what was prayer in that terrific hour ? 
Amid the din of clashing elements. 
Amid the war of earth, and air, and ocean. 
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Could its weak voice be audible in beaven ? 

Ob, doubt it not, my cbildren ! He wbose ear 

Was ever open to the suppliant's call. 

And still is open. He whose presence fills 

Inunensity, who guides the raging storm. 

That sweeps in fury o'er a prostrate world. 

Or lifts His finger and its clouds disperse. 

He heard ; and though he stayed not in their course 

The judgments he had winged, the bolts that sprang 

From his Almighty hand — ^the voice of prayer. 

The cry of the distressed and penitent. 

Wrung from tbe agonies of contrite hetos. 

Was heeded, as the resurrection day 

Made manifest. 

Again the morning came. 
Refresh'd by slumber Juval sadly rose ; »• 

T^ut his Azeta cold and senseless lay, 

hough still she breathed. Her looks were those of death, 

et in her ashy paleness she appeared 
More beautiful to him who shared her woes. 
Than when be first, beside Euphrate's stream. 
Saw her in virgin pride. For there were bonds 
In grief, ere sin and death from earth were cast, 
Which pleasure could not weave ; and dear though oft 
Were those who feasted on each other s smiles, 
^^nited by a closer, tenderer tie, 
»/ere they who wept together. 

In the lips 
Which felt not now tbe pressure of his kiss, 
Juval his latest cordial poured, and sought 
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By every art his fancy could devise 
To waken animation. Still in vain 
Was all his toil ; and raising in his arms 
The loved one yet again, with hasty steps 
He left the sheltering cave, and hore her on 
Towards where he could discern his people s tents 
Upon the adjacent hills. 

The first he reached 
Was his own father's. Sheltered there, he gained 
A change of raiment for his fainting hride. 
And ruhbed her limbs before the wood-fire's blaze. 
Oh sight of bliss ! sufficient to repay 
Days, weeks of poignant anguish ! those bright eyes. 
Whose lids he thought the icy seal of death 
Had closed for ever, smiled on him again 
And blessed him for his tenderness. Her cheeks 
Were re-illumined with the flush of health. 
And days of love were theirs. Days 1 they were years ! 
Years crowded into moments ! For the woes 
Through which they passed, such relish gave to joy 
That love's intoxicating cup was drained ! 
And in their worship to each other paid, 
God was again forgotten. 

But, alas ! 
Their troubles were not ended, though their strength 
Was by this transient dawn of bliss renewed 
For fresh encounters. Onward in its way 
Conquering and to conquer, swept along 
The desolating scourge, from which they now 
Had hoped themselves secure ; and towards the hill 
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Whereon their tent was pitched, with angry growl 
Stretch 'd forth its arms of foam. 

Ab ! who could tell 
What horrors marked its progress P Death, death, death. 
In multitudinous shapes had triumphed there ; 
And famine gaunt, and desolation wild. 
And horror, on its waves held revelry. 

' The tribe of Juval to their patriarch s tent 
Were summoned to hold council on the plans 
Most proper for the general safety now ; 
And farther up the mountains all resolved 
To speed, as Atalantis only seemed 
To promise safety. Down their sheltering tents 
Were taken, and the storm's destructive force 
Was braved by all in hope to *scape the rage 
Of the destroying element. Yet still 
The wild flood followed on their eager steps ; 
And tender woman's cries, and the sad shrieks 
Of feeble children, nurtured in the lap 
Of love, distracting were ; as heaven s cold rain 
ncessant beat upon them, and they saw 
Their dread pursuer bounding onward still 
In its triumphant way. Often the earth 
Trembled beneath their feet, and neighbouring hills 
Torn from their basements, in the waters fell 
To rise no more : while the all conquering waves 
leashed their resistless ^ray above the height 
Their towering summits occupied erewhile. 
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The third day brought the wanderers near the bro^ 
Of one of Atalantis* loftiest heights. 
Akeady many by migrating tribes 
Were occupied. The cold became intense ; 
Their tents were insufficient to protect 
Against the chilly blasts ; and fuel now 
Was almost gone. Where'er they turned their gaze 
They saw but desolation. O'er the scenes 
Where late fair hills and valleys smiled in peace, 
One broad vast sheet of water now appeared. 
Booming along in its majestic way ; 
And strewn with dead and dying, and the wrecks 
Of cities it engulph'd to smile no more 
Beneath the light of heaven. 

Now round their feet. 
And now above their heads, the huge black clouds 
Gathered and burst ; and, ever and anon. 
Above, beneath, the deep-voiced thunder broke 
In terrible peals, whose sheeted lightnings flashed 
Full in their faces. And, more awful still. 
Than clouds, or tempest, or the drenching rain. 
They saw at times the ark that Noah built 
— Tie witness of their folly and disgrace 
Which now to them preached nothing but despair — 
Securely breasting the o'erwhelming wave 
And saUing proudly o'er a ruined world. 

Still day by day the awful flood grew higher 
And rapidly approached the mountain tops. 
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At once their latest trust and resting place. 
The winds still beat, the rain in torrents fell ; 
Volcanos, bursting underneath the wave. 
Spouted their whelming currents up to heaven ; 
And water spouts descending from on high. 
Disturbed still more the bosom of the deep. 
Mountains at their foundations sapped, rolled down 
With headlong force into the greedy flood. 
Bearing to death the hapless multitudes 
Who sought for refuge on their treacherous heights. 
Many were daily wash'd away, as rose 
The conquering element to where they stood. 
Awaiting in the patience of despair 
Their hour of doom ; and daily hundreds more 
Plunged headlong into the destroying flood 
With curses, prayers, or blasphemies, to escape 
From more protracted sufferings. 

Famine here. 
And there, distraction and unnerving fear. 
Preyed on the vitals of the horrent hosts. 
The last sad remnant of the race accursed ; 
Aad desolation in its thousand forms. 
Waking tumultuous thoughts, was present ever 
To their sad eyes to tell them of their doom 
Irrevocably settled. Hope was lost ; 
She in the flood had dipped her weary wings 
And now could soar to heaven no longer. Love^ 
Save in a few fond hearts, had sighed itself 
Away. And every tender thought was seared 
In bosoms once with tenderness replete. 
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But not the horrors seen on every hand 
Had turned the thoughts of Juval and Azeta 
From love and from each other. The fair form 
Of Heelan's daughter swiftly wore away. 
And patiently her lover saw the marks 
Of rapidly declining health : for none 
Expected now to escape the common doom. 
Already had the deluge reached their tent 
When death's cold fingers touched Azeta*s frame. 
Beside her couch sat Juval ; on his hand 
His head was rested; and his throhhing heart 
Swelled high with agitation. 

" Place thy arms 
Around me/' she exclaimed, " and let me lean 
Against thy heart, my Juval 1 Kiss me ! — there. — 
Oh, love ! ah, death ! oh, God of Noah ! Thou 
Before whose might we fall ! if thou indeed 
Art Lord most High, receive my flitting soul !" 

• 

" God of my fathers !" cried the youth, '' of Seth, 
Of Enoch, and of Noah ! hear our prayers ! 
Have mercy on us !" 

He could speak no more : 
The face o'er which he leaned was changing fast ; 
Its colour went and came. Like the last ray 
Of light the sun had shed upon the world 
Before it set hehind the clouds of fate. 
Was the last look of love that on his soul 
Beamed from her dying eyes hefore they closed 
Eternally. Her hony hand grasped hi» 
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In death s convulsions ; then one sigh, one gasp, 
And the warm flood of hriny tears that fell 
Upon her features, fell unknown, unfelt. 
Like rain upon the parch 'd and withered flower. 

Again he clasped her to his heart. It was 
His last exertion ; for the hooming waves 
With new awakened fury hounded on. 
Earth quaked . The tent, hy lightning struck, shrank hack 
Like a parch 'd scroll. The mountain, sapped, gave way ; 
And in that last emhrace of love and death. 
The living and the dead were hoth entomhed 
By the wild sweep of the tumultuous surge. 



END OF BOOK II. 
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BOOK III. 

THE VICTIMS OF JERUSALEM. 

' But Jesus turning to them said, Daughters of Jerusalem, weep not 
me, but weep for yourselves and for your children." 
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BOOK Til. 
THE VICTIMS OF JERUSALEM. 

Another morn on Mariamne*s bower 
Smiled in its joyousness. Each fragrant leaf. 
And shrub, and flower its odors richly shed. 
Until the air grew pregnant. Happy birds 
CaroU'd their songs of pleasure. Insect tribes 
Hummed as they fluttered on delighted wing 
To tell their raptures ; and all nature seemed 
Fiird with the blessings of the new-bom day. 
Yet nature now had lost its wonted charms 
For Heber's daughter and her chosen youth. 
Their thoughts were wandering into by-gone time ; 
And from the old man's lips they longed to hear 
Another story of the world that was. 
He saw their wish ; their soul's impatience check'd 
With seasonable counsel ; then began : — 
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My children, ye have heard how one sad change 
Passed o'er the earth destructive in its time. 
But earth had other changes ; and a scene 
With which a ruined world might not compare. 
Or e'en a ruin'd universe, was there 
Beheld. Oh ! for an angeFs tongue to tell 
The wonders of unearthly love I of love 
That tiiumph'd over death, despised the grave, 
Quench*d hell, and fallen nature's curse endured. 
To be contemned, despised, and set at nought 
By those for whom its sacrifice was made ! 

But angel's cannot tell it ! with strained eyes. 
Gazing into the hidden mysteries 
Of grace, from man they learn the exalted theme, 
A world redeemed, a universe set free ! 

The wheels of time through many an age had rolled 
O er ruined empires and departed thrones. 
The deluge was forgotten ; and the world 
Again grown old in sin, despised its God ; 
When he whose ways are not as human ways. 
To his high, holy purposes again 
Bade nature bow. The day arrived, begirt 
With prophecies and promises, the day 
Wherein the Eternal to his world, displayed 
Duration's greatest marvel, God in flesh. 
Of woman bom, lost manhood to redeem. 
The Monarch of the skies to earth came down 
To flu a servant's place. The King of kings 
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Exchanged His robes for fleshy His gorgeous throne 
For Bethlehem s manger. His ahnighty power 
For iniiuitile dependence, — that, arrayed 
In manhood, he might conquer manhood's foes, 
^ Might strike through death with his own poisoned darts, 
B And vanquish him who had the power of death. 
The spirit of evil that creation marr'd. 

^y Yet man his Lord disowned ; the ingrate race, 

■ For whose redemption he had sold himself 
A bond-slave upon earth, despised his name 

■ And cast it out as evil. Many signs 

And wonders he performed to prove himself — 
H Him whom the prophets pointed at of yore ; 
And man*s return for benefits bestowed 
Was mocking and derision, stripes and death. 

Yes ! he whose name is Love was dis-esteemed 
By those for whom his spotless heart endured 
Mortality s keen sorrows. He whose power 
Created all things was by impotence 
Reviled, and scorned, and scourged, and spit upon. 
The hands that ministered to human woe — 
The feet that oft had carried Him to deeds 
Benevolent, and ne'er had met return, — 
Save when a woman and a sinner bathed 
With tears of penitence, and when the waves 
Of Galilee's blue sea, as o'er its breast 
He walked, delighted kissed them — with rude nails 
Were pierced, and to a bloody cross transfixed 
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Was He on whom creation hung for life. 

To whom all worlds, except that ingrate earth. 

Paid worship. Nature in convulsions shook. 

Yon sun, whose beams were younger then, deprived 

E*en at its zenith of its wonted light. 

Shrank back appalled. Angelic hosts gazed, mute. 

Upon the marvellous scene ; and every harp 

In heaven was dumb. But they for whom thus died 

The patient victim of Eternal Love, 

Still mock'd derisive with uproarious shouts 

To aggravate His woes of whom they cried. 

Before the Roman praetor *s judgment bar. 

With maddening shouts, " His blood be upon ns. 

On us and on our children !" 

Awful prayer ! 
Tremendous malediction ! It was heard 
And answered ! Years passed on ere yet the fruit 
Of sin grew ripe. Rebellion raised its head ; 
And faction, wilder still, its snaky crest 
Uplifted high ; while expectations strange 
Of the Redeemer's advent, when their hands 
Had slain, their hearts rejected Him, deceived 
The unthinking hosts whom God had thus given up 
To judgment. 

Pregnant with the bolts of fate 
Clouds gathered round their city, long the pride 
And glory of the nations. Mercy still 
Looked down from heaven. The sacrificial blood, 
Peace speaking, unto those who sacrificed 
Was preached ; and lingered in the hand of God 
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The thunders of his wrath. A foretaste first 

In wars and tumults^ and increasmg plagues 

Came over her when her infatuate hosts 

Rebelled against their Roman conquerers 

Who long had ruled them ; yet their maddened hearts 

Still revelled in the joyousness of life. 

As those who looked for long enduring peace ; 

And laughed to scorn the hated Nazarines, 

Who, as directed by their martyr'd Lord, 

Fled thence for refuge. Marriage feasts were held. 

And marriage rites performed. The voice of song 

Pealed to the Tabret's music. Nimble feet 

Moved in the mazy dance ; and hearts as light 

As youth could make them still looked forth with hope. 

Though hope had fled distracted when she saw 

The frown grow darker on the £temal*s brow ; 

And, as obedient to that awful frown, 

The dread tornado gather up its strength 

And rush emblackening through the distant heaven. 

Such was the time of dread calamity. 
Whose saddening horrors every month increased. 
When Jared, son of Jotham, sought the hand 
Of Rachael, daughter of the priest Bethuel. 
They loved ; but oh ! theirs was not such a love 
As creatures should indulge. It bore the marks 
Of undisguised idolatry. The sun 
Might shine upon the earth, and heaven's best light 
Might gild it with its richest, f£urest beams. 
But unto either of the lovers* hearts, 

K 
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In the other's absence^ it was wrapt in gloom 

Impenetrable. Music was not sweet 

If only on the ear of one its chords 

Fell heavily. And no enjo3mient seemed 

Sufficient to awake the finer sense 

Of pleasure^ save in concert they imbibed. 

And shared it. Each was to the other's heart 

A shrine of worship, and a heaven of bliss. — 

Alas ! for those that on a fragile thing. 

Oft crushed before the moth, thus rest their hope8> 

Their best, their dearest, everlasting hopes ! 

Such hopes are doomed with the enshrining heart 

To break together ! 

In the midst of woe 
They dreamed of happiness ; and seemed to hold 
A charmed existence. Tumult in the streets 
y Oft revelled ; and half-famished beings, anon 
Passing, woul^ fix their glaring eyes upon them. 
As wondering to behold the light of joy 
In human eyes when famine dimmed their own. 
Yet lived they as unconscious of the woe 
Surrounding them. Their world was in each other. 
And, this possessed, their cup of joy was full ; 
However dark the sky that canopied 
Their heads, however keen the nipping blasts 
That withered all around them. 

Nightly oft 
They met against Bethesda s sacred pool. 
Which lay contiguous to the maiden's home ; 
And talked of love, and dreamed of coming joy, — 
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On their dark future shedding forth the light 
That welled within them, and e'en gilt the clouds 
Of judgment with a lustre not their own. 
But not for them was love or joy to bloom : 
A worm was in the bud that seemed so fair. 
And feasted on its strength. 

Seditions long 
Had vexed the city — doomed to vengeance now. 
Her children, with their fratricidal hands 
Slewone another ; of their wealth despoiled 
Her ancient and her honorable men ; 
And with their foul pollutions filled that fane 
So long time sacred to the God of heaven. 
And often as the lovers wandered on 
Along those once gay streets, confusion grew 
Still more confused, till scarce was safety found 
For those who walked unarmed. For desperate crowds 
Of fierce marauders ever prowled around 
To make the peaceful citizens their prey ; 
And they who once had set their laws at nought 
In crucifixion of the Innocent, 
Reaped now the harvest they had madly sown ; 

prey to lawless force and heedless rapine, 
iliat, — fiercer than an overflowing flood 
Which sweeps to desolation in its course 
Tree, shrub, and flower, and verdure lately smUing, — 
~Vith havoc and destruction filled the city, 

jid fed upon the shriek of agony. 
And wail of sorrow, as on daintiest food. 
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The streets grew more and more confused ; and soon 
Her father's home hecame the only spot 
Where Jared could discourse with her whose love 
Illumed his destiny^ else dark indeed. 
With evanescent sunlight ; hlest with whom. 
His heart forgot the tumult raging round, 
While like a traveller sheltered from the storm. 
He heeded not its strife. 

Yet wilder grew 
That storm without. The zealot bands, whose foUy 
Had plunged Jerusalem in deep distress. 
Waxed bolder in their idiotic fury 
As danger nearer drew, and Roman hosts 
Approached. By three ambitious tyrants led — 
John, Simon, Eleazer — robbers spoiled 
The richest of their wealth, and haled away 
To prison and to judgment innocent men. 
On mere suspicion that their homes contained 
A treasure worth their stealing. While, as though 
They felt too strong to meet the common foe. 
Like maniacs in their wildest raving fits. 
They warred upon each other, and destroyed 
Those granaries and stores whose rich contents 
Had elsewise served them in the hour of want 
And destitution. 

Thus it was with men 
Whom to the madness of their own proud hearts 
The Lord gave over, when the blood they shed 
For retribution raised its voice to heaven ! 
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That voice was heard ! Btill darker frowned the storm 
That gathered o*er the eternal battlements 
To sweep the city of Jehovah's curse 
On to destruction. Round her towering walls 
The Roman annies, eager for the spoil. 
Gathered ; and ominous meteors raised their heads 
On Mgh, with hideous and unnatural glare. 
As though to light them to the work of death. 

Then they who long had on each other preyed. 
Their strength united in the common cause. 
But half their strength was spent. Famine commenced 
Her work upon the multitude ; and plague. 
Treading upon the heels of pestilence. 
Breathed her mephitic curse on hundreds more 
Whom war and famine spared. The staff of bread 
Was broken. Food that human nature loathed 
Was in the siege and straitness greedily seized 
By the clutch'd hand of man, with hunger mad. 
As 'twere a dainty morsel ; and the streets 
Were ever crowded by half-famished beings 
Scenting the air like wolves in search of food. 
And seeking entrance into every house 
From which the unusual savour issued forth. 

Nightly did Jared share the frugal meal 
With his betrothed one, whose rapacious sire 
Had, ere the straitness of the siege began. 
Stored large provisions in an unknown cell : 
But who as oft the crowd of suppliants came 
£ 2 
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To ask some pittance at his gate, talked only 
Of want and famine, though his looks displayed 
No symptoms of their gaunt and withering power. 

There were the evenings of the lovers spent 
In joy amid the universal gloom ; 
As once on Goshen light serenely smiled 
While Egypt all around in darkness lay. 
But soon their sunny light was doomed to fade. 
From an unlooked for quarter of the sky 
A thickening cloud upon their prospects rose. 
The heart that 'gainst itn kindred s woes was steeled 
Felt not for others ; and Bethuel's eyes 
Oft on the morsel raised to Jared's lips 
Were turned ; while on his hrows a lowering scowl 
Spoke him unwelcome ; though his hlushing maid 
In vain attempted from her lover s view 
To hide the glance that eat into his soul. 

This hroke the enchanting spell that hound him long 
And woke the youth from his delightful dream. 
Till then his heart had never thought of war 
But midst the tumults hy the zealots raised 
Had sought to calm the fears of his hethrothed 
With hopes of future peace — hopes such as those 
Which cheer the captive in his dreams, when home 
And kmdred greet his sorrowing eyes once more — 
Bright hut unreal. Wherefore should he plunge 
In the hot fight, or join the maddened hosts 
Whose superstijion or inordinate thirst 

\ 
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Of wealth or blood had laid their city waste P 
His treasure yet was left, his hope, his life. 
The sun towards which he gravitated still. 
The idol of his worship ; blest with whom 
He reck'd not of his bleeding country's wounds. 
His kindred's danger! 

But those darksome scowls. 
Which told the value of a scrap of food 
In the sad stndtness of Jerusalem, — 
Roused from his dream of joy. They woke him up 
To such a sense of all the ills that now 
So closely thronged his country, that his heart 
Was fiercely kindled with the wild resolves 
Of patriotic fury : and the maid 
No more could keep him from the strife. 

At first 
He nightly sought her at her father's home. 
And ere he told the softer tale of love 
Recounted all the tumults of the day. 
Wherein they desperate sallies oft had made 
)n Caesar's hosts, and set his works in flame — 
M, big with expectation, sometimes talked 
Of driving back the world s imperious lords, 
^nd fireeing Judah from their stem control. 
But days and nights at length passed on, and days 
bd nights succeeded them ; yet Jared's voice 
Sad never greeted Rachael's listening ear 
To still her heart's emotions, or excite 
Her pride at the relation of high deeds 
By Judah's host performed. 
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Meantime the seige 
Waxed stranger in its horrors. Hearts which once 
Had borne affection's fruit waxed hard and cold. 
The tender feelings of the soul^ like plants 
O'er which the SamieFs scorching breath hath passed. 
Were seared and dead : and man of fellow man 
No longer thought : but 'neath the selfish reign 
Of might, all social bonds were rent, all laws 
Were broken. 

Envious of the quiet dead 
The living mourned them not ; but fondly longed 
To join them in their everlasting sleep. 
Here maddened hundreds sought the ranks of war ; 
Choosing to perish by the sword*s fierce edge 
Rather than bide consuming hunger's time. 
Or wait the breath of pestilence, that like 
The noisome vapours of the chamel house 
Put out the light of life. There hundreds more 
Prowled round in droves to seek for nameless food. 
Upon the excrement of meaner things 
Feasting delighted. And a tale was told 
How one, a woman nursed in tenderness. 
Urged on by worse than wolfish appetite. 
Had slain and eaten a sweet prattling thing 
That caird her " mother." 

Round Bethuel's gate 
Were thousands daily flocking ; but in vain. 
Twas closely bolted, like its owner's heart. 
Against the ciy of hunger, though within 
Was food for months laid by. The selfish priest 
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id his &ir diBtughter were sole inmates now 
that proud mansion, and the maiden's life 
lickered within its socket, for the flame 
'rom which its strength was drawn was absent eVer, 
^erchance extinguished. But so strangely broken 
I Were all the tender bonds of social life. 
The father watch *d her wasting frame with joy; 
Exulting with unearthly greediness. 
In thought that he should soon have none to share 
His wasting stores of provender. 

'Twas night 
The twelfth sihce Rachael had her lover seen, 
TThen at her casement stood the dark-eyed maid ; 
ind watch*d the &mish*d throng that prowled without. 
Seeking for food ; and listened to the sound 
That fitfully was borne upon the air. 
Of war's alarms at distance. Silently - 
ind lone she stood, as on her sickening Heart 
The tide of death rolled fearfully, and thought 
Pictured her lover 'mongst the ghastly dead, 
His face upturn 'd to heaven, as, with glazed eyes. 
Seeking protection of his fathers' God, 
But seeking it in vain. Her timorous heart 
Had long been sad, but more disquieted 
Now grew as thoughts like these came o'er her soul, ,f 
And dread reality, with churlish hand * ^ 

Awakening from her rosy dream of peace, ^ 

Declared 'twas but a dream. Alas ! alas ! 
Her Jared, her betrothed, was doubtless slain, | 

Or nought would keep him from her side so long ! j 
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But even did he live, what prospect now 

Of happiness remained for Judah's race. 

Cast off hy heaven, and to the spoiler's hand 

Given up a prey ? E'en while she stood, the looks 

Of lank gaunt hundreds passing and repassing, 

Who seemed like tenants of the grave, thrown up 

'Midst some convulsion of disordered nature. 

To walk the earth again, — hespoke too well 

The death-doom of their capital ! And hark 

A doleful voice upon the ear of night 

Sounds horribly ! " Woe to Jerusalem !" 

It was an ominous ciy that seemed to break 

From some dread prophet 'midst their desolation. 

And mingle with the whirlwind, as it pealed. 

Resounding through the cily ! Hark ! again 

It sounds. " A voice," it cries, " from east and west 

From the four comers of Jerusalem, 

Woe ! Woe ! " * It struck upon the maiden's heart 

Like the dread voice of doom. And now she sees 

The heavens grow red : and louder hears the shout 

Of combatants, and war's tumultuous yell. 

" Oh God ! the Romans come ! " she cried, " the fire. 

The shouts declare it; and their screaming birds 

That gloat delighted on the corse-strewn plain. 

Shall feast upon the mangled carcasses 

Of Judah's high4)om race !" 

But hark again ; 
What voice was that amid the famished throng 
That sought admittance at her father's gate P 
*Twas Jared's I feeble though it seemed, yet still 
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Twas Jared's ! Wounded, should he seek in vain 
Admittance 'neath the roof which long had given 
Such welcome shelter P No ! though hungry crowds 
Might wolf-like spring in at the opened gate 
To prey upon their substance, till they left 
What locusts leave behind them on their track — 
Unsightly destitution, — still that voice 
Should never plead in vain. With beating heart 
She drew the massive bolts. The crowd rushed in 
Maddened with famine ; and regardless now 
Of law, or right, or justice. Rumour long 
Had told that food was there ; and all in vain 
Were Rachael's and Bethuel's threats and teai's. 
In vain the pleadings of the valiant youth. 
Who from the struggle with their country's foes 
Thus wounded had returned. Widi hunger wild 
They sought for food, rapacious, till they found 
The secret store ; then with a horrid yell 
Of fiendish joy their booty bore away. 
Gorging their sateless stomachs as they fled; 
All, all save one, whom Jared's sword had pierced 
E'en at the threshold, taking back the spoil. 

Thus Jotham*s house was plundered in the mom. 
While wounded in his chamber lay the youth 
And dared not rise : and now unhappy, he. 
By seeking entrance at her father s gate. 
Had brought the harpies Uponher he loved 
Dearer than life. 
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With tears of agony 
He knelt to ask forgiveness of her sire^ 
Of her. His heart turned callous hy the woes 
That seared affection/ the indignant priest 
Muttered a curse upon him as he snatched 
With greedy hand the food his sword had saved ; 
Then, fleeing to the housetop, bade them starve 
Upon their lave and madness. 

Not a word 
Spoke Rachael ; but upon her lover's breast 
She sunk, and fainted. Pressing to his heart 
His life's last treasure, doomed to speedy death 
For him, the youth, though sinking 'neath her weigh 
In his exhaiusted arms bore his betrothed 
On towards the casement, that the air of heaven 
Might breathe upon iier. There his eyes beheld 
The firmament more redly glow ; and saw 
Fire from the temple upon Zion's hill 
High streaming towards the sky. 

'' Oh, God !" he crie. 
" Thou hast forsaken us ! and all is lost !" 
The crackling flame still higher rose and glared 
Redly ; when once again that voice was heard 
Which through the city'^ streets so oft had rung 
For days and weeks, " Woe to Jerusalem ! 
Woe ! woe !" 

Confusion all around increased ; 
Famine and plague had done their part; and now 
War douned his bloodiest armour to complete 
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The work of death. The thunder-mocking sound 
Of ponderous engines, spreading flame and woe. 
The tramp of chargers' feet, the dash of steel 
Ringing on steel, the wild and furious shouts 
Of victors and of victims, and the shrieks 
And groans of wounded and of dying men. 
Mingling their discords, filled the teeming air 
With horrors. 

On that dreadful night of woe 
The vial of the wrath of God was drained. 
The furious Romans, vexed and haffled long. 
Threw mercy to the winds ; and sought to bathe 
Their flaming vengeance in the stream of life, 
ank, sex, and age alike unheeded, all 
liom in their course the ensanguined victors met, 
Q, all they slew ; and looked abroad for more, 
s though they sot^ht to quench with blood the flames 
That in the cily and the temple raged. 

Such was the scene that RachaeFs opening eyes 
Tere doomed to witness when her lover's tears 
.0 consciousness restored her, worse than death. 
*' Oh, God ! oh, God !" she cried, " thy curse indeed 

heavy on us !" More she might have said, 
Dut thundering at her father s gate she heard 
The Roman soldiers, and a sudden crash 
That pierced her soul with direst agony. 
Wrung from her lips another fearful shriek. 
As once again she swooned upon the breast 
Of Jared. 
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Shouts tumultuous, and the sound 
Of rushing footsteps told the anxious youth 
The assailants* near approach. As proudly stood 
The hunted lion, when the Indian hand 
Held him at hay with javelins poised for flight — 
In times when nature warred, and hrutes refused 
Allegiance unto man, — e'en so he stood. 
Though hopeless, yet resolved. His trusty sword 
Sprang from its scahhard in his nerveless hand ; 
But how could such a weak and wasted arm 
Protect his love from ravishment, himself 
From death ? 

His eyes glared madly on the foes 
As with victorious shouts they reached the door 
Of that long sacred chamher. Thought intense. 
Too strong for reason, humt into his soul. 
Like rays of light when gathered in a lens ; 
And with a laugh hysterically wild. 
He plunged his weapon m the virgin's hreast. 
Then pierced his own, and sunk to rise no more. 

He fell as fell Jerusalem ! for thus 
By her own hand the city was destroyed. 
The power of Rome had ne'er her walls o'erlhrown 
If she had still heen faithful to herself. 
Been faithful to her God. But woe ! woe ! woe ! 
Was poured upon her. That ill-boding prayer, 
*' His blood be upon us and on our children," 
Was answered in the dreadful massacre 
Of tens of thousands, whose hard hearts refused 
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The touch of grace divine. And round those walls 
Which echoed back the dying agonies 
Of God*s eternal Son^ were thousands now 
By conquering Romans hung upon the cross. 
Till wood no more was found wherewith to work 
That death of torture. 

Such was heaven s decree. 
That they who had been lifted to the skies 
By privilege and blessing unimproved. 
Should sink unwept, unhonoured to the dust ; 
And that vast temple which had seemed to bid 
Defiance to the mighty hand of time. 
Leave not a stone to tell the passer by 
Where once it gloried in its regal pride. 



END OF BOOK III. 
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I am aware that if read in a captioui spirit therris sometihing in this 
story which may be objected to by two opposing parties in the Church 
of Christ The Anti>Millenarian may think I have interpreted seiiptore 
in too literal a manner ; and the Millenarian may ask why I have not 
added, from the Rerelations of Stt John, to what I found in Ezekiel 
and Zechariah. The fkct is, X have not attempted to interpret scripture 
at all : but founded the story on the times described by the above 
prophets and only amplified the figures they use. They ftmiish us 
with poetry. Whether it must be understood in a literal or figurative 
sense it is not the place of the poet to determine. The license of his 
art allows him at least to make use of it literally. 
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BOOK IV. 
BENONI OF JEHOSOPHAT. 

Again the morning dawned ; and in the bower 
Of Marianme sat the listening pair 
To hear the tidings of a world gone by — 
When thus addressing them the reverend sire : — 

Time passed away ; the atoning sacrifice 
On Calvary offered for the sin of man. 
Was through the earth proclaimed. The Gentile race 
Were grafted on the commonwealth of God ; 
While Jacob's children from their land sent forth. 
Despised, rejected, set at nought by all. 
As by themselves Messiah once had been. 
Were outcasts on the earth. But God had sworn 
The land of Canaan should for aye be theirs. 
And from their wanderings gathered them again. 
Their home for ages had been desolate ; 
Her beauty changed to weeds of widowhood. 
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Bashan and Carmel for their absence mourned ; 
And pined the hoary brow of Lebanon 
Till all its cedars fell. The land that flowed 
With milk and honey, and whose luscious vines 
Bore grapes like those of Eshcol, lying long 
An arid waste, perpetual Sabbath kept. 
And gave no increase to the stranger's hand. 
But now the fulness of the Gentile world 
Was gathered in ; and God again had turned 
To bless the race of Abra*m. 

From the realms 
Where they had long been scattered flock'd they now. 
Like doves unto their windows, round the wastes 
Of loved Jerusalem ; content to die. 
If dying they could only turn their eyes 
On Zion's holy hill. 

Meantime the world 
Was agitated by convulsions dire. 
Nation raised sword 'gainst nation ; and the schemes 
Of wild ambition had gigantic grown. 
And mighty states which yet had scarce unsheathed 
The blade of war, looked with a jealous eye 
Upon each other'^ movements ; making still 
Professions large of peace, but gathering up 
Their armies, fitting out their armaments. 
And straining their inventive faculties 
Each to outdo the other in the make 
Of engines of destruction, fell and deadly. 
Before whose shocks the goodly frame of man 
Was impotence. 
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The scales of war and peace 
Oft txembled in the balance ; and the hearts 
Of monarchs^ conscious of calamity 
Impending, were but seeking to postpone 
The day of evO, which no wisdom seemed 
Sufficient to avert. Sometimes the clash 
Of anns was heard ; and millions drew their swordd 
And waited but the watchword to engage 
In hostile tumult : but anon the sound 
Was hush'd, and back into its scabbard thrown 
The eager glaive of strife. A vague distrust 
And awful expectation widely spread : 
And human hearts were felling them for fear> 
And for the looking for of stranger things 
Then coming on the earth. 

But though the race 
Of Ishmael had at length to Gomer bent 
The stubborn neck ; and half the world appeared 
On expectation's tip-toe> listening out 
To catch the echoes of contending hosts. 
And madly rush upon the battle plain ; 
As yet had Jacob's race, in villages 
Unwalled and improtected, dwelt in peace. 
They looked on him whom they had pierced, and mourned. 
They wept the hardness of their fathers' hearts ; 
Which in expatriation held them long. 
And, as enriched by penitential tears. 
Their land gave forth abundance yet again. 

Nor was their weeping hopeless, with an eye 
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Of faith they read the promises of old ; 

And hoped to see the Lord their parents scorned 

Return again to earth, to trample down 

Thrones and dominion, tyranny and woe ; 

Beat swords to ploughshares, spears to pruning hooks ; 

Enchain the tempter who had filled the earth 

With sin and lamentation ; and proclaim 

A lasting Sabbath o'er a storm-tossed world. 

Such was the expectation, such the state 
Of Israel's and of Judah's noble race. 
When in the valley of Jehosophat, 
Upon the banks of Kedron's stream, and near 
Where the high places once of Chemosh stood, 
Benoni dwelt. His sire, in darker times. 
When laugh'd the world at Judah's sanguine race. 
And looked upon their hopes as waking dreams. 
Had purchased land, and planted vineyards there ; 
And, like the ancient patriarch, died in hope 
That to his children's children he might leave 
The fruit of all his toils. Nor did his faith 
Prove vain : the only scion of his race, 
Benoni, was a chief in Israel now. 
And wedded one whose beauty long had filled 
The city with her fame, and whose fond smiles 
And gentle nature filled her home with peace. 

But darker times again came o'er the land. 
By prophet-bards foretold. The day of God, 
That awful and terrific day, whose dawn 



BENOKI OF JSHOSOPHAT 131 

The Church had long been looldng for^ the world 

Had long despised, drew nigh. O'er Christendom 

The thunderpeal was heard ; and gathered fast 

Confusion's blackening clouds. The name of Christ, 

Long for salvation to the Gentiles preached. 

Though ever precious to believing hearts. 

Was by the many scorned and trampled on ; 

And blasphemy, long hideous deemed, now clad 

In the fair garments of philanthropy. 

Upraised her gorgon head ; and looked on heaven 

Unblushingly. While hoary Babylon, 

Whose foul abominations long had filled 

The earth with madness, offered unto all 

Her poison cup with new awakened zeal 

And hellish arts. 

The die was cast, the voice 
Of God unto his people called, and bade 
Hide in their chambers for a little while. 
Till swept the storm of indignation by. 
Then rush'd with maddening shouts the apostate hosts. 
Unconsciously to verify his word 
Whose councils they despised. 

Hark on the air 
The trumpet note rides forth ! — the voice of death. 
Whose echoes are the cannon's roar, the groans 
Of d3ring men. Its peal is heard in heaven ; 
And firom the Invisible a cry resounds, 
" Assemble to the feast, ye fowls of air. 
Come to the supper of the Lord of Hosts, 
And eat the flesh of captains and of kings. 
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The flesh of horses and of mighty men, 
Whom God shall slay m hattle* Ye shall eat 
Till ye are full, and glut yourselves with blood. 
Till ye are drunken with the sacrifice 
With which his hand shall feed you." 

On the earth 
The peal was heard, and nations to the fight 
Rush*d headlong, like an overflowing flood, 
Down bearing all things in their furious way. 
Gomer was there with all his warlike bands ; 
Tbgarmah with the legions of the north ; 
Meshech and Tubal, Ethiopia 
And Persia, with old Lybia's tawny race. 
They go to take a spoil, to seize a prey. 
Broad as a cloud and terrible as thunder. 
On, on they march to Esdraelon*s plain. 
Sweeping the earth indignant as they pass. 
To seize the land which heaven had sworn to give 
To Abraham's race for ever. 

Soon the news 
Spread to Jerusalem ; and many a heart 
Quailed at the thought of danger hovering near ; 
While with the invading armies, who had come 
To dispossess them of their father's land. 
They their own numbers and their strength compared. 

The fair Rebecca on Benoni looked 
Desponding. To her scared and timorous heart 
All, all seemed lost. Not for herself she feared ; 
For with the boldness of a lioness 
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She dared have &c6d the haters of her race. 

And hmied defiance at their armed hosts. 

Nor feared she for her lord, though him she loved 

Dearer than life. In God's right hand her faith 

Could trust him, though surrounded by the hosts 

Of Edom. But, ah ! could she gaze around 

On all those blessings which her God had given, 

The home of fond delight, wherein the foot 

Of the long hapless wanderer found at last 

Unbroken peace, — the orchard glad with fruits, — 

The vineyard that her soul delighted in, — 

The flowers that she had nursed with tender care, — 

The tame gazelle that frcMU her hand partook 

Its morning and its evening meal, — could these 

Be yielded to the ruffian spoiler's grasp 

Without complaint ? Yes, she could give up these ; 

But there was yet another, tenderer tie. 

Which twined with every fibre round her heart. 

And caused that look of sad despondency 

Which on Benoni's thoughtful face was turned. 

She clasped in anguish to her fluttering breast 

The product of a mother's pangs, and tears 

Fell on lis innocent features which were wreathed 

Into half conscious smiles. " Oh, God !" she cried, 

" My child ! my little one ! who shall protect 

Thy helplessness amid the hideous din 

And clashing strife of war P Well said the voice 

Of the Redeemer, ' Woe to mothers ! woe 

To them that suckle in those evfl days V '* 

M 
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'' The God that in yon d^ s overthxow 
Preserved his people, can preserre ua now/' 
Answered Benoni, soothingly. *' Tis true 
Our lot may now be cast m dangerous times. 
If rightly we have scanned the prophet's page. 
But he who saved us from the curse of sin. 
Taught, when the eagles gathered to the prey. 
To lift our heads rejoicing, for the time 
Of our redemption was at hand. Fear not. 
But cast thy caie on him who will sustain it 
When faith stands waiting ^r the promised aid." 
Thus saying, he embraced her ; then again 
Bespoke : — " Now let us to the city haste. 
For I am summoned to the eouncH hall. 
And haply, love, within thy father's house 
Thou may'st be safer, while the foe is nigh." 

With heavy heart, though by her consort led, 
Rebecca left her home, a home endeared 
By many nameless ties of which the mind 
Can scarce take cognizance, but ties which twine 
Aroimd the bosom with increasing power 
As years roll <hi. Again, and yet again. 
She turned to gaze upon its happy walls. 
As fearful she should see those walls no more ; 
And when averted from that scene so loved, 
A tear rushed sparkling to the mother's eye. 
While to her breast she clasped her prattling babe 
And looked upon her husband. 
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To die hall 
Benoni quickly ^ped ; but aU in yarn 
The council met The proud and vaunting foe 
Came like a torrent on its ruthless way. 
Embattled millions thronged Megiddo*s plains ; 
And from the new-bom homes of Pdestine 
The cry of rapine up to heaven arose. 
Destruction the attendant on their course. 
With ravished wives, and desolated homes. 
And children sacrificed on war's red altars. 
They marked their progress to Jerusalem ; 
And now, while in debate the elders sat. 
Were thither headlong coming, like a pack 
Of wolves that down die wintry Appenine, 
With hunger mad, rush furious on their prey. 
And ^ut themselves with blood. 

In vain, in vain 
Resistance then appeared* Benoni spoke 
Of confidence in God's almighty arm. 
And promised strength, enabling to endure 
The tribulations of the latter day ; 
And, turning to the pr<^hecies of old. 
He traced as in a chart the appointed times. 
And told the advent of redemption nigh. 

4 

Fear was in many a heart ; but he who thus 
Had spumed the thought of danger from his soul. 
Strong in the mi^t of an upholding God, 
Asked but for Gideon's number to oppose 
A world in arms. 
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That number was not near ; 
But through the city messengers were sped 
In search of those whose hands could wield a swords 
Or point a musket 'gainst the invading foe ; 
Whilst, to console his poor desponding bride. 
The hero to her father's mansion turned. 

Where whilom stood the tower of Hananeel, 
Frowning on Kedron and Jehosophat, 
And comprehending in its distant view 
Gethsemane, and those thrice sacred heights. 
With olives crowned, where oft the wearied feet 
Of God in flesh had borne him forth to pray. 
The house Benoni sought now reared aloft 
Its peaceful form, — commanding in its view ' 
The far-spread scene where Israel's vaunting foes. 
In ranks, and files, and nations, passed along. 
Or pitch'd their tents and bivouack'd till mom. 

The chieftain at a casement stood ; and gazed 
Upon them. In his Jewish heart arose 
The pride that marked his race in days of yore. 
He thought upon stem Pharaoh's heroes, clasped 
Within the Red Sea's arms that closed above 
Their proud array ; and on the marshalled bands 
That formed the train of high Sennacherib, 
Whose heaven-scathed legions made one night's debaucl 
For death's grim host, that feasted on their blood. 
Of these the chieftain thought, then tmned again 
To feed his faith on Zechariah's page. 
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Or on the visions of old Buzi's son ; 
And ripened expectation for the hour 
Of Edom's slaoghter by the hand of God. 

But 'twas not thus with her whose heart on him 
Its fondest trust was ever wont to turn. 
The tender plant that in a greenhouse reared^ 
Fed with luxuriant mould, extends its roots 
And thrives, — if moved into a barren soil. 
And left to battle with the wintry blast. 
Soon fisules. And she whose heart was formed for peace. 
Whom love had nurtured, and whose hopes and cares 
Were ever fixed too much on creature love. 
And those enjoyments which its fountain 3delds, 
Now felt her bosom blighted. Twas not then 
As now, my children, for the love that bound 
One heart to other in the world that was. 
E'en in the purest mind was somewhat tinged 
With sensual feelings, drawing not its strength 
From love of God, the fountain-source of joy ; 
And trusting hearts that on each other rested. 
Were often doomed to feel their trust was vain. 

Gathered that night the thickening battle-cloud ; 
And onward, onward with destructive force. 
From Armageddon rush'd the bolts of war, 
Till every valley round Jerusalem 
Was thickly peopled with invading hosts. 
And tramp of chargers* feet, and clash of steel, 
M 2 
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And loud alarms, and shouts of revehy. 
Startled the ear of midnight with their dm. 

Rebecca slept not. Feverish thoughts of woe 
Fed on her spirit Conscience told how dear. 
How much too dear were to her fearful heart 
Her husband and her child ; and the black clouds 
That threatening hung above Jerusalem, 
To her seemed armed with missiles to destroy 
The beauty of her earthly paradise. 
And leave her desolate. She knew, she felt 
Such judgment would be just ; for she had made 
Her home where but a pilgrim's lot was hers ; 
And, in the enjoyment of the blessings given. 
Too little thought of him who gave them all. 

Not thus Benoni. Calmly slept the chief. 
Though conscious that the morrow's sun might set 
In blood, and he, in sounder slumbers laid. 
Be breathless stretched upon the ensanguined plain. 
His was a prophet s faith. His lofty soul 
Brightened in danger ; and, beholding now 
The ravenous vultures gathering to the prey. 
He blest his God for full redemption nigh ; 
And softly on the lap of night reclined. 
While rosy sleep renewed his strength for toil. 

The morning came. Forth from the east the sun 
Looked on a forest of upstarting spears. 
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And swords, and guns, and bristling bayonets. 
That, flashing back to heaven his rising beams, 
lUiuned the earth with splendour not its own. 
A little band on Mount Moriah stood ; 
And, fearless, on the countless multitude 
Gazed forth. A handful they appeared ; yet, strong 
In fiedth, and by their chieftain's ardour fired. 
They feared not the encounter ; but with shouts 
That shook the welkiti, boldly moved along ; 
And hurled defiance at their vaunting foes. 

They come ! they come ! the trumpet blast is blown ; 
And the shrill music of the fife and drum. 
Call out the hosts to battle. Bow the knee. 
Ye tribes of Israel, who have made your boast 
In Israels God ! now, prostrate, lick the dust. 
That on your necks the conqueror's feet may tread. 
They come to take a spoil ! In vain ye dreamed 
Of safety in the land your fathers owned ; 
The stranger now shall shake your olive trees ; 
Shall reap your com ; and crush the vineyard's store ! 
They come ! they come ! the shouts of war are heard ! 
The tramp of horsemen, and the clash of steel ! 
And the wild laugh of plump-faced jollity 
Derides you, as ye lift your hearts to heaven 
In fervent prayer ! But, hark ! what sound was. that ? 
No cloud appears upon the sunny sky. 
But such a peal of thunder shook the earth 
As though the pillars of the heaven were broken ; 
And man looked up appalled. 
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A£Brighted bands 
Trembled beneatb their helmets, and their swords 
Shook in their palsied hands, as oft they turned 
An eye of wonder towards the firmament 
That redly glowed. 

Bold on Monah's brow 
Benoni stood. His eyes were upward turned. 
His faith was strengthened by that ominous glare. 
And such a glance as sainted Stephen cast. 
When dying, towards the everlasting throne. 
Turned he, that morning, toward the heaven of heavens ; 
Whilst hope entranced spread forth her eagle wings. 
And looked with rapture for a coming God. 

Nor looked he only ; many thousand hearts 
Were beating high with expectation then ; 
And from Jerusalem, — thus compassed around, — 
The voice of prayer, not audible, but still. 
As midnight rolled its burden on the air. 
Its longing burden. " Come, Lord Jesus, come." 

The foe advances ; but with heavy heart 
The troops obey the word that bids them on. 
And, midway in the valleys, stand aghast 
Their foremost ranks ; as though the little band 
That stood to meet them on Moriah's height. 
Were warriors from the skies, with thunder armed. 

And, see, the heavens grow darker ! Clouds overspread 
Its vaulted canopy ; and to the bright 
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Unnataral glare, succeeds thick blackness now. 

The innnmeiable armies, hoxror-stmck. 

Stop on their headlong march ; and loader yet 

The bellowing thunder lifts its awful voice. 

Shaking both earth and heaven ; whilst, leaping forth 

In fury from the matrix of the storm. 

Red as the hottest fire in hell's deep centre. 

The lightning lifts its brilliant crest on high ; 

And glares terrific on the glittering steel 

That mocks its blaze in thronged Jehosophat. 

Was that a trumpet note ? The archangel s shout 
Rings through the welkin ; and the trump of God 

reathes forth its awful and portentous blast. 
While nature shakes with dread ! Rejoice, oh death ! 
Thy feast is near ! thy carnival is come I 
"^eep, woman ! that with eager eye look*st forth 
jt or thy returning consort, and with tears 
Think'st on the prattling babes that breathe his name. 
Taught by thy matron lips, but ne'er again 
Shall see the &ce thou lovest ! Maiden, weep ! 
Thy warrior-swain shall never more ^idasp 
Thee in his doting arms ! Ah ! woe is he 
Who sought that field of death — the battle field 
Of the Lord God Almighty ! Lo ! hb comes 
To tread the wine-press of his wrath ; his sword 
Is girt upon his thigh, the sword of slaught^ ; 
And heaven*s artillery answers to his nod ; 
As firom the furnace of a battery. 
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Showering down hailstones with destructive force. 
That smite the legions in Battalia ranged 
With death. 

But not upon Benoni's band 
Those missiles fell. Secure frcnn every harm. 
As stood the son of Joash and his host 
By Harod's well, down gazing oa thdr foes. 
When Midian fled before the sword of God — 
So stood they scatheless, with uplifted hearts 
Praising their great deliverer, he whose car 
The storm-cloud is, who now came down to war 
As in the day of battle. 

Hark again ! 
What sound was that f A crash — as loud as though 
A thousand caverns subterrode, where air 
Imprisoned seeks for vent, had burst at once 
Their rocky sides, each with a fell report 
Louder than thunder — shook the frighted earth 
And startled nature ; while with sudden blaze 
Heaven opens ! and the Son of God appears ! 

He comes ! hb comes whose ri^t it is to reign ! 
He the desire of nations! He whose voice 
Is harmony, whosQ veiy breath is life ! 
He comes to reign ! now death o'er gorged shall sleep. 
And earth rejoicing hold her jubilee ! 
Oppression's rod is brokai ; tyranny 
Hath lost his iron throne ; die homicide 
In his own bowels shall his sabre sheath ; 
And peace, delightful peace, on earth shaU reign ! 
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He comes ! hb oomee to leiga ! whose will is law. 
Whose law is lore ! His throne of lighteouaness 
Shall rest upim the hoaom of the earth ; 
The forms of nature remnrate in heanty. 
Shall laugh rejoicing as in Eden's hours ; 
And man, i^apnnging from the dust, he filled 
To overflowing with the peace of hearen ! 

He ccmies ! hb comes to reign ! whose smile is light. 
Before whom darkness vanisheth ! The rack 
Of superstition shall he hroken now. 
The clouds of error flee at his approach. 
And slavish ignorance to wisdom turns. 

He comes ! hb comes to reign ! the joy, the trust. 
The confidence of all ! The eye shall now 
Be satisfied with seeing ; and the heart 
With loving. God in flesh made mani£»t. 
The Lord of life, the Lord of love, the King 
Of kings ! He comes to renovate the world. 
Restore creation, hy his hlood redeemed 
From evil ; and renew the hymn of praise 
That echoed round the everlastmg throne. 
When at creation's birth the morning stars 
Together sang, and dl the sons of God 
Shouted for joy ! 

Through all the apostate hosts 
Destruction raged. Death revelled wildly then : 
And moans, and wails, and shrieks of agcmy. 
Loud as the tempest, rent the startled air. 
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And, heedless of the wounded and the dying, 

All they whose limbs would bear them from the scene. 

Fled from before the face of God, of God 

Who for a sword on Israels mountain called, 

To slay the remnant of his foes, on this 

His day of judgment. Then man's sword was turned 

Upon his fellow ; and the storm-cloud still 

Showered down its dreadful missiles, till where late 

A living army stood, in nations gathered. 

Upon the hills and vales of Palestine, 

Nought but a wide spread lazax-house appeared, 

A feast for ravening birds, and beasts of pi^y. 

Then from Jerusalem the tribes came forth 
To worship Hun who from the heaven of heavens 
Descended upon Olivet, and cleft 
The mountain from its summit to its base. 
The old and young came forth ; the man of might. 
And he of feeble knees ; and woman too. 
With youth and helpless infancy. All came, 
Rebecca with the rest, her fears dispelled. 
Her heart s affections spiritualized, to praise 
The God their fathers had rejected long. 
The Saviour of the world ! 

No Ipnger now 
Feared the fond mother for her darling child. 
Or on Benoni turned desponding eyes 
At thought of woes too heavy to be borne. 
Her woes were past ; her heart ran o'er with joy ; 
A joy that swelled in each extatic breast 
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And found its vent in songs of rapturous, praise 
To their redeeming King. 

" Oh, God !" they cry, 
*' Thou art our refuge and our strength, oiur help* 
In the wild day of trouhle ; therefore fear 
Henceforth well hanish from us, though the sea 
Roar, and the mountains with its swellings shake. 
Come and hehold the mighty works of God, 
What desolations He in earth hath made ! 

!e hreaks the how ; He cuts the spear in twain ; 
He hums the martial chariot in the fire, 
^h ! clap your hands, ye people ! shout to God ! f 
. hout with the voice of triumph ! for the Lord 
Most High is terrible ; o er all the earth 
His sway extends. God is oiir Rock and Strength,! 
Our Fortress and Deliverer ; on his name 
We called when sore distress encompassed us. 
And hell's keen sorrows gathered us around. 
We called on Him ! our supplicating voice 
Raised to his holy temple, and our cry 
Came even to His ears. Then shook the earth 
And trembled ; the foundations of the hills 
Moved and were shaken at His gathering wrath. 
He bowed the heavens and downward came. He came 
To battle, riding on the whirlwind*8 wing. 
He raised His voice and thundered m the beaven. 
Scattering our foes with hailstones and with fire. 
Sing to the Lord, for He hath triumph 'd ; He § 
Hath triumphed gloriously. Our vaunting foes, 

* Psalm xlvi. f Psalm xlvii* t Psalm xlviii. \ Exodus xv. 
N 
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Who came to seize an unresisting prey. 

Lie scattered breathless upon Judah's hills^ 

Before the blasts of God consumed as stubble ; 

And dashed in pieces as a potter's vessel. 

Who is like Thee, oh Lord, among the gods ? 

Who glorious like to Thee in holiness. 

Fearful in praises, doing wondrous things ^ 

Now we will praise Thee ! For our fathers' sins * — 

Thy wrath erewhile lay heavy on our hearts ; 

But now thy comforts fill our souls with joy. 

The Lord is our salvation ; we will trust 

And banish fear. God is our strength and song ! 

With sure deliverance he hath blest us now. 

Shout joyfully, thou habitant of Zion ! 

Great is the Holy One of Israel 

In midst of thee !" 

Oh glorious, hallowed mom ! 
Mom of a lasting Sabbath ! to the Lord 
Holy and Consecrate ! How could the world 
That felt thine influence ever turn again 
To folly ? But, alas ! she had not passed 
Through fire baptismal I And the kiss of peace. 
The foot that cleft the brow of Olivet, 
The reign of righteousness, the sweets of love. 
Faded from memory like the purer thoughts 
Of childhood clouded by a life of care. 

* Isaiah xii. 
END OF BOOK IV. 
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BOOK V. 
NITSOL, OR THE ESCAPED ONE. 

A FOURTH time in their wonted meeting place 
Sat Mariamne and Jehoachin 
To bear the records of the world that was. 
When Heber, thus addressing them, began : — 

More desolate appeared the blasted heath. 
The arid waste, or tangled wilderness. 
When arid waste, and heath, and wilderness 
Were features of this now luxuriant earth. 
To him whose footsteps had but lately passed 
Through scenes of verdant loveliness. Tis true 
Each bright oasis in the world gone by 
Nerved man with strength to track the desert way. 
And restless thirst of change in those whose life 
With good and evil still were chequered o*er. 
Would lead the wanderer oft of very choice 
To leave the garden fur the uncultured wild 
N 2 
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And walk o*er plains were verdure never bloomed^ 
Or thread his way through tangled lah3rrinths 
Where nature's own luxuriance was her bane. 
But the oases of departed Time^ 
Its first gay mornings ere creation fell. 
And its one glorious Sabbath, did not shed 
Their lustre on its darker, gloomier scenes ; 
Or breathe their perfume on the gale, to scent 
The desert air. 

Swift passed those years away. 
Whose wings were tinged with heaven's bright rainbow 

hues. 
And gilt with radiance from the sun of joy. 
They passed, and darkness came. Millennial bliss. 
With holiness, departed ; and the curse 
That dried the fountains of all pure delight. 
Prevailed again — when, for a little space. 
The wily adversary of God and man 
Was from his bondage loosed, to prove the truth 
Which was till then but partially revealed 
By Providence — that, nor the light of heaven. 
Nor bright example of unmmgled good. 
Nor aught, except the upholding hand of God, 
Could keep creation from the power of evil; 
Or close its floodgates 'gainst pollution's stream. 

Time was grown old. Man oft had pictured him 
A hoary man with scythe and glass of sand. 
Who, heedless of the sunshine or the storm. 
With steady wing pursued his onward track. 
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now his wings were weary, and their feathers 
fallen one by one, till scarce they served 

bear him up above the grosser worlds 
I ether. And oft longed the hoary one 

helid to pillow on the broken clouds 

ich soon should gather round the funeral pyre 

earth, when he, o'erwearied long, should sleep 

K>n the bosom of eternity 

b sleep of death, and frail mortality 

swallowed up of life. 

These were the times 

try men's souls, when light had dwelt with man, 
jd he had proved its product to be peaces- 
Id yet the innate love of darkness triumph'd. 
[en enmity to God in creature hearts 
manifest indeed I alas, how widely ! 

r, soon as from his dungeon broke the fiend, 

itUe longer by his treacherous arts 

brmg in desolation, and complete 
)e mystery of God, all but the race 

\o once denied their Lord, while Gentiles served, 

>statised from truth ; renounced belief 
I a creating and o'er-ruling Power; 
\d, seizing on the balance and the rod, 
dmed universal nature as their own. 

scattered o*er earth among the nations then 
^re numbers of the seed of 'Abraham, 
10 in the times of wide unbroken peace 
id intermarried with the Gentile race ; 
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And now against their erring madness raised 
Firm protest^ cleaving to their fathers* God. 

'Mongst these was Nitsol. He in early life, 
Lm'ed hy the beauty of a stranger maid^ 
Who^ with her sire^ had sought Jerusalem 
To worship in the Lord*s appointed time, — 
Had left his patriarchal land to dwell 
In Caphtor, near where human art had joined 
Two distant oceans. 

He had read the voice. 
Of warning fdund in Zechariah's page. 
That if the Gentile nations went not up 
To Palestine to keep the annual feast 
Of tabernacles, heaven's refreshing clouds 
Should from their parched lands withhold their showei 
Of moisture ; and if Egypt went not up. 
That had no rain^ the plague should be the scourge 
Wherewith the hand of God should visit her. 
And when, in answer to their blasphemies. 
The plague-spot marked his neighbours, and his woi*d« 
Of exhortation met but jeers in turn. 
Then towards the saving of himself and house 
His anxious thoughts were bent. 

Till then his soul — 
Since from the city of Jehovah Shammah 
His feet had turned — in love's delirious dream 
Was wrapt. It was at once his life and bane ; 
It drew him from his home ; it turned his thoughts 
From heaven ; and with its rich nepenthean sweets 
Luird all his senses. But the enchanting spell 
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vv as broken now. Intense anxiety. 
And expectation of some fearful judgment. 
Dispersed the visionary bliss that bound 
To earth and things created ; and his heart 
Scarce knew one throb, save those of hope and fear, 

iik*d with the everlasting destinies 

f his fond wife and children. 

How to dwell 
All peace and safeQr 'mongst the Infidel^ 
And 'scape the judgments which on them descended. 
Perplexed him much. Yet she who shared his home 
^efused to migrate to Jerusalem ; 

id social duty bound him to the spot 
trhere she and all their little ones remained. 

He prayed to Him for help whose guiding hand 
e had not sought, when from his father's home^ 
ired by the prospects of terrestrial joy, 
e heedlessly departed. In the straits^ 
» which indulgence of his passions brought him, 
e sought that aid which heaven alone can give, 
id heaven vouchsafed to aid him : but in ways 
him most strange. 

It never has been yours. 
My children, in the life of innocence 
Which, through the triumphs of redeeming love. 
Now smiles in every world, that, sparkling shines 
In the wide regions of immensity ; 
It never has been yours to feel the touch 
Of pain : and how shall I to you describe 
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What ye can ne'er conceive ? The time has been 

When the material image of the Highest,' 

Man*s goodly frame, to many a keen disease 

Was subject ; and the sense which only, now, 

Receives impressions grateful to the soul. 

Was rack*d and tortured by distressing throbs 

Corporeal, that deprived of rest and ease. 

And in those days were men whose constant thoughts 

Were bent upon restoring back to health 

Frames thus disordered ; who in doing this. 

Oft by a process waking keener pangs. 

More lasting sufferings stayed. 

Thus 'twas with God 
In his kind dealings with a fallen world. 
Acute sensations sometimes he awoke 
To cure the soul's diseases ; and restore 
His people to a state of health and peace. 

Amid the pleasures of an earthly heaven 
Had Nitsol lost his taste for spiritual joys. 
His heart had ne'er apostatised. The God 
Whom in his childhood he was taught to worship. 
He owned and worshipped still. His children conned 
Lessons of duty on his knee. His wife 
By him was led unto a throne of grace. 
His neighbours marked him as a man of prayer. 
Fair in his dealings, upright in his ways. 
And, when the day of infidelity 
Arose, he shunned not to declare around 
The truth so much despised. His was a faith 
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ivii^, atid yet not lively. Like a plant 

^ell rooted in a rich nutritious soil. 
But round whose stock the gay-flowered bind-weed coils 
With many a serpent fold, he brought forth fruit. 
Such heavenly fruit as God's own children bore, 
'Hiough oft 'twas hidden by the leafy weeds 

f earth ; or hung beside terrestrial flowers. 

God took the Excisor's knife. A frame whose life 
Fas so wrapt up in his they seemed but one, 
ell prostrate. Eyes which oft had fed on his, 
hence drawing smiles of rapture which illumed 
Tiih joy a face of angel loveliness, 
rew dim and lustreless. Feet that had oft 
In childhood danced upon his knee, and since 
Had ever moved obedient to his wish, 
o longer could support the sinking form 
ound which a father's fondest hopes entwined* 
[is only daughter, in the bloom of life, 
J ust on the verge of womanhood, inhaled 
The pestilence that walked at noon-day then 
And breathed its horrors in a thousand homes. 
Thinning the hearth's gay circle. Yes, he saw 
The light of life and joyance quenched in her 
Who was his moniing star ; and his sad eyes, 
Dimmed by the dimness of the orbs he gazed on, 
Wept bitter tears, whilst in the latest grasp 
Of filial fondness which his hand received 
From her who seemed to live but in his love, 
The hand that giasped grew cold. 
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This was his first 
Affliction ; others followed in its track. 
Scarce had the sun of heavenly hope exhaled 
His tears of sorrow, when again the foe 
Advanced ; and laid his latest blossom low. 

Oh ! death was wondrous in his every shock. 
When, as the Lord of all material things. 
He reigned and triumphed. Yet his strokes were some 
More strange than others, strokes whose frequence on 
Prevented nature starting in her path 
With wild amazement. *Tis not marvellous 
To see the ripened fruit from loaded boughs 
Drop on earth's bosom ; and we wonder not 
When flowers, whose early beauty is decayed. 
Shed on the winds their withered leaves and die. 
But when the bud its promise brought not forth. 
Just peeping from its embryo, to awake 
Hopes which would ne'er be realised, then fading, 
Man always thought it strange. How stranger then 
To see the child amid its happy mirth 
Cut down ! to see the little active limbs 
That, through the effervescence of bright feeling, 
A thousand antics made they knew not why. 
Grow stiff; and night come darkling o'er the mom. 

At such an age was Nitsol's youngest child 
Taken from earth to heaven. His fond heart's pores. 
Opened afresh, bled copiously ; and sorrow 
Bowed down his darkened spirit to the dust. 
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child remained to him^ in boyhood's prime, 
I season when young intellect pats forth 
>wers^ and grasps at knowledge as its joy. 
I oh, what cares a last remaining child 
[e within a parent's anxioos heart, 
|e sad severing years of ancient Time ! 

all the hopes were centred in one point, 
all the affections round one object twined, 
Ithe fond heart knew well that e*en a blast 
Iverse wind might waft it to the tomb, 

fond anxiety, what fearful thoughts, 

woven with existence ! Nitsol felt 

heaven was just ; his humbled spirit owned 
i goodness of the kind, parental hand 

smote him. And his well taught mind discerned 
m — in the love his soul indulged — 

God should snatch the idols from his arms, 
[could not all his efforts turn away 
the one object left, those thoughts intense, 
burning thoughts of love which round the boy 

rined. There nature struggled hard indeed. 

infant frolics of each child that blessed 

wedded hours, by memory's torch revealed 

le dark regions of the past, all, all 
[spired to render but more dear and precious 

last, his only one. And hard although 
jstrove to turn his thoughts from earth to heaven, 
[y clung around the boy as ivy clings 

le frail trunk its fond embrace destroys. 
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That child too sickened ! Wherefore start ye thu9^ 
My children ? Each afflictive stroke of heaven 
That rent the heart-strings — in those days when earth 
Was but a vale of tears — was sent in love 
And mercy. Whom God loved he chastened then ; 
And scourged each son whom he received, to wean 
From earth and earthly grossness. And though keen 
Were Nitsol's pangs, as stroke succeeded stroke. 
He lived, yea, lived on earth, to thank his God 
For every pain his wounded heart endured. 

That child too sickened. Fever flush'd its cheeks 
With an unwonted radiance, that enhanced 
The beauties of a face for earth too fair, 
As though to waken the warm throbs of love 
In death's cold breast, and lure him to his prey. 
The father watch*d beside his couch, his soul 
Rack'd with alternate throbs of hope and fear. 
Often he felt the violent pulse that told 
Of life too strong for nature to endure — 
Listened the stifled breath, — and sadly gazed 
Upon the starting, though unconscious frame. 
And the dim eyes that heeded not his gazing. 
He gazed, he watched in vain. One morning saw 
The flush grow deeper on the boy's fair cheek. 
The next beheld it vanish : for the cold 
And icy fingers of the King of Terrors 
Had touched them ; and their crimson blushes fled. 

Thus blighted all his earthly hopes, the sire 
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Grew heedless and disconsolate. The grave 
Was the great refuge that he looked to then 
To shield him from the various storms of life. 
And he did long with all a lover s longing 
To pillow on her clammy hreast that head 
Which ached and humed with anguish so intense. 

Heedless of what was passing on the earth, 

mid the husy throng he wandered forth 
^ solitary man, and knew not forms 
Accustomed to his eye ; nor heard when oft 
The salutation of a friendly lip 
Was spoken. 

But as yet he had not learned 
The lesson which his God thus sought to teach 
By keen affliction and distracting care. 
Hb soul was weaned from earth, hut not to heaven. 
The things of time and sense no longer gained 
Attention from him : hut he was not yet 
Humhled heneath the Almighty's hand, resolved 
To do and suffer what his will ordained. 
And give him glory. 

Twas to this the Lord 

lad called him ; and another painfrd stroke 

?he end desired obtained. 

For months he led 
A dreamy life ; ate, drank, and slept, but knew not 
What circumstances marked each day's advance. 
And only when some incident recalled 
The painfril recollections of the past 
Gave signs of consciousness in starting tears. 
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But God awoke him from his dream. The hand 
That smote the children smote their mother too. 
And his reopening eyes heheld, outstretch 'd 
Upon the hed of pain, her who had watch 'd 
Through all his wanderings with imtiring zeal. 
Whose kindly hand had ever sought to draw 
The thorns out of his pillow, and whose acts 
Of tenderness and love had made his life. 
Though hurdensome, endurahle. Oh, God ! 
He saw his error now — ^but saw too late. 
Repentant, on his knees he fell ; and begged 
For strength to aid him in that hour of woe. 
And strength was given ; but earthly bliss denied. 

She also died ; and in the grave was laid. 
And Nitsol of himself demanded then 
Why he was thus afflicted. In his soul 
Rekindled was the life of God, and love 
To him who had endured the curse of sin 
To save the sinner. 

When he looked around. 
How changed was earth from what it late had been- 
Alas ! how sadly changed. Five years before — 
Ere yet the troubles of his life began. 
Or he had thought to taste the cup of woe- 
Pure love rejoiced with holiness ; and science 
Taught man to admire the wonders of that hand 
Which as a curtain stretch 'd the heaven abroad. 
And deck'd with glowing worlds innumerous. 
Amid the darkness of immensity. 
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To tell his praise. But now the gales of deaths 
The Simoom blasts of moral desolation^ 
Breathed from the howling caverns of the damned. 
Had passed across the world. Satanic hosts. 
Released from bondage, walked the earth again. 
Prom the long slumbers of a thousand years 
Ke-waking enmity to God most High 
In hearts which he had blessed with every good : 
And whereso er the feet of man were turned. 
The sneers of blasphemy, and the wild cry 
Of rapine, and of violence arose. 

£ en then were nations gathering to the strife, 
^he latest strife of spears. Through all the earth 

[ad disaffection spread. And to release 
jihe world from Israel's yoke, heroic hearts 
"^ad vowed to yield their latest drop of blood, 
or think the price ill-paid. 

Then Nitsol saw 
he last apostacy was hastening on. 
he harvest of the earth was ripening fast : 
And the dark angels of impending death 
Stood wsdting only for the Lord's command 
To thrust the sickle in. 

Oh, earth ! that long 
Had in the brightness of the Eternal's face 
Rejoiced ! and, basking in the beams of love, 
Warm as they issued from the courts of heaven. 
Had smiled away thy tears, for ages worn 
o 2 
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As constant as the dewy drops of morning ! 

Oh, earth ! that long hadst been die seat of hope 

And happmess, while holy purity 

Dwelt in diee, and thy children looked to God 

For blessings he was waiting to bestow ! 

Oh> earth ! the scene of many thousand joys ! 

This was thy day of woe, thy last, and worst ! 

Man gathered to the conflict. Banners bright. 
Inscribed with ** freedom !" floated on the air. 
— Freedom to trample on die £temal's mandates. — 
And blasphemy her gorgon crest upreared 
To lead them onward in the march of woe. 
The pride of earth was in dieir armies ranged. 
The flower of eveiy land ; and on diey swept 
To the fair scene of many a former strife. 
The land of promise, rich and fertile now ! 

And God and angels gathered to the strife ! 
They bowed the heavens, and on the clouds of &te 
To earth came down to wait the hour of battle ! 
Heaven shook ! the stars grew dim ! unwonted fire^ 
Illumed with hideous meteoric glare 
The forehead of the night ! and oft at noon 
The sun grew dim — then blazed again — as though 
Obscured by legions of immortal beings 
Passing between its glowing orb and earth. 
To watch the last grand struggle of the creature 
With the Creator's power. 
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Then Nitsol felt 
The end of time was coming ; and away 
Towards the loved city of Jehovah Shammah 
With, eager haste he flew. 

Long was the way. 
And thronged with danger ; for the plains of Shur 
And Edom — which so long a desert lay. 
But in the ipeign of peace fresh garlands wore — 
Were crowded now with armed hosts, who sought 
The extirpation of the Hebrew race 
To free the world from Theologic chains. 

Yet heedless now at once of toil and danger. 
The pilgrim hastened on : like those of old. 
Who to the city of refuge sped amain 
To 'scape the Avenger's blow. On foot went he. 
To lull suspicion in the breasts of those 
To whom a fljdng horseman might have seemed 
An object of pursuit. And resting oft 
By night upon the dewy grass, with heaven 
His only canopy, and oft by day 
Wandering through unfrequented paths, to avoid 
The hostile bands that march 'd towards Palestine, 
Urged on by fear he swiftly sped along ; 
Until at length the towers of Goshen burst 
Upon his aching eyes, that, filled with tears. 
Were lifted up in thankfulness to heaven. 

The morrow was the Sabbath. Oh ! to spend 
That Sabbath in Jerusalem, where shone 
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The blest Shechinah in its radiance now. 
The visible presence of the living God ! 
His bosom fiUed with rapture at the thoughts 
On which anticipation eagerly fed. 
And gladly would he then have kissed the dust 
Which rested on the temple's sacred stones. 

He reached the land of promise, long so dear. 
But round that land, in nations armed for fight. 
Already the advanced guard of the foe 
Had gathered. Shur s and Edom's plains were full ! 
And all along upon the S3nrian side. 
And on the northern hills of Lebanon, 
And where Arabia southward stretch 'd its plains. 
And throng'd in ships upon the western coasts. 
Like vultures gathering to the prey they came. 

When touch*d the pilgrim's feet his native land. 
Him Heber saw, and with a fond embrace 
Bade welcome. They were brothers; and had drawn 
From the same breast their nourishment. Oh i oft 
Had they in other, earlier, happier years 
Lain folded in each other s arms, when night 
Had thrown her mantle o'er the slumbering earth : 
But ne'er in such embrace had joined before. 
For marking well the signs of providence 
Had Heber left his native home, and come 
E'en to the borders of the Holy Land, 
To seek for him he deemed among the lost ; 
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ind now received him back as from the grave 
xCcstored ! 

What roused them from that warm embrace ? 

Was it the voice of war P or the loud laugh 

Of jeering hosts who saw them thus enclasped, 
\nd with their levelled spears rush*d on to make 

xlie embrace their last P No ! these indeed were heard 
(at heeded not ! It was the voice of God ! 

JLe spoke in thunder ; and the assailing bands, — 

Ere yet they crossed the bounds of Palestine, 

^nd trampled upon Judah*s sacred soil — 
ell, — man and horse, upon the plain, and slept 

The sleep of death ! 

War blew his clarion then, 
nd heaven with thunders answered ! Nature shook 
f&ighted ! Earth reeled to and fro ! The sea 
rom all its caverns heaved an ominous groan, 
lS conscious that its latest hour was come, 
hen clasping in its giant arms of foam 
lie gallant ships that, smiling in their pride, 
^pon its breast the rebel armies bore, 
^ash'd them to atoms. 

Hark ! the trump of God 
nee more is sounded ! the archangel's trump ! 
\s note rings through the universe ! the stars 
£-echo back the sound ! creation shakes 
7iih dread ! and ocean weeps itself away ! 

Gathered in heaven the awfrd clouds of fate. 
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And from their womb, as from the cannon's mouth, 
Down flashed the lightnings of eternal wrath ! 
Consumed as stubble were the apostate hosts 
That thronged to exterminate the Hebrew race 
With fire and sword : but not alone consumed ! 
Wider the lightnings flap their blasting wings ! 
They strike the earth ! Its verdure, seared, takes fire. 
And to the forest spread the crackling fiames ! 

Oh, earth ! grown old in sin ! oh, earth ! whose day 
Of mercy was extended long, but found 
Thee hardened, imrepentant still ! oh, earth ! 
That crucified thy God, and when restored 
By him to all thy paradisal joys. 
Again refused allegiance, and denied 
The Lord that bought thee with his blood ! oh, earth. 
Thy day of reckoning is at hand ! 

God comes ! 
Clad in the terrible robes of judgment now. 
Braided with lightnings and enwrought with fire. 
Hark to the thimder of his chariot wheels I 
It rolls upon the burdened air, that bows 
Beneath the flaming terrors of the Highest ! 
God comes ! God comes to judgment ! Hark ! the shout 
Of the archangel echoes wide through space ! 
And myriad-mjrriads of angelic hosts. 
Roused by the sununons, to the battle fly ! 
God comes ! he comes to judgment ! To his face 
His fury rises ; and his red right hand 
Drains the last vial of his hottest wrath 
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On thee ! Oh, earth ! thy day of woe is come ! 

The crackling forests fall ! the hills are red ! 

The mountains are in flames ! Thy children's sins. 

Which the swollen waters of the deluge failed 

To wash away, must now he purified 

By fire haptismal, that engulphs the shores 

And dries the ocean up ! 

Wide, wide it spread ; 
And firom heneath internal fires upsprung 
To join its fury ; till the flaming curse 
Reached all the earth, except one narrow spot — 
The land of promise. There, and there alone. 
Its rage was stayed. And as the ark of yore 
Securely on the watery deluge rode. 
So rode that land, — whose children faithful were 
When all the earth apostatized, — secure 
' nd unconsumed upon the fiery waves 
^hat purged the accumulated dross of earth. 
And purified its elements for ever. 

There Nitsol knelt, with Heber at his side, 
nd thanked the Lord for all the woes that drove 
[im to his father-land. The gems he lost 
^ere found in peace, when the white throne was set, 
nd heard the everlasting doom of all ; 
.nd he who on the earth so long appeared 
'o live but in their love, was summoned hence 
^nto a distant world with them to dwell. 

Here Heber stayed, where faithful he was found. 
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He died not ; for the peopler of the tomb 

Hhnself was dead, and left of all his prey. 

But he and all who dwelt in Palestine 

Were changed. Yea, in the twinkling of an eye 

The germs of sorrow and the seeds of death 

Passed from them ; vigour strung their frames anew ; 

And life immortal flowed through all their veins. 

The fieiy deluge cooled. Again the earth 
Smiled 'neath the joyous sunbeams ; and prepared 
Her hills and valleys for the Hebrew race 
To migrate from their patriarchal land. 
And all creation woke the song of joy 
O'er a lost world restored. 

Yes ! thou Supreme ! 
Creator and Redeemer ! In thy praise 
Ten thousand thousand thousand voices joined ! 
And thee — I too must sing ! and oft as rolls 
Across my throbbing breast the deeds of Time, 
Thy mercy wakens up the song anew 
And bids me praise Thee ! 

Author of all good. 
Who didst from thine infinitude behold 
The creature wandering in the paths of sin. 
And to redeem him from the power of evil 
Thyself became a creature ! King of kings I 
Who for Thy rebel people mad*st Thyself 
A Wanderer and an Outcast on that earth, 
Which nothing but Thy everlasting love 
Preserved from ruin ! Great Regenerator ! 
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Infinite lost in finite ! Finite lost 
In Infinite ! who, to' remove for ever 
Corruption from the expanded miiverse, 
And make material things immutahle. 
Took into union a material form 
I* With Thine ineffiihle and glorious being, 
And on the wings of pregnant love didst urge 
Through matter Thine assimilating sway. 
Gathering together all things into one ! 
^ Conqueror of Death ! Destruction of the Grave ! 

' t whose command their adamantine chains 
I i^^oapped like a web of gossamer in twain ! 
^ Love ! Everlasting Love ! for by that name 

est known Thou art through all the spangling worlds 
'Hiat fill immensity with beams of light, 
flBS would I pfaise ! but, oh ! my feeble tongue 
tnails neath the mighty effort ! 
I Tis to Thee, 

o Thee alone our present bliss we owe ! 
.ntold! unspeakable! To Thee we owe 
' *ts lasting nature ! And whilst now we smile 

<ieath the rich blessings which Thy hand provides, 
an raise our anthems higher, as we sing. 
Creation's Jubilee is but begun 
nd never more shall end !" Oh, God our King ! 
'h, God our heavenly Father ! let Thy love 
►well ever in our hearts ! And when our lips 
I Fail (as how should they not ?) to catch the strains 
* Which from the organ of eternity 

_ eal through the universe, — when our weak voice 
' p 
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Is lost in Nature's hymn of boundless praise. 
Still let our burning thougbts be fixed on Tbee^ 
And, vocal or in silence, praise Tbee still. 
For ever and for evermore. Amen ! 



END OF HEBER. 
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THE INFANT MONITOR. 

*^ Out of the months of babes and sucklings thou hast per- 
fected praise." Matt. xxi. 16. 

A WIDOW poor in this world's goods^ 

Who gained her daily store 
By nursing others* little ones. 

And seldom wished for more. 

Was so contented with the lot. 

Her Saviour's will ordained 
That she could bless his holy name 

For every good obtained. 

And oft amid her daily toils 

Her heart was raised above. 
And " Oh, the grace of God !" would burst 

From lips that owned his love, 
p 2 
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A little imitative child 

Who heard the sentence oft, 

As fondly to repeat it tried 
In accents sweet and soft. 

And when at length 'twas taken home 

And rich apartments trod> 
Amid the busy circles still 

Cried, " Oh, the jjp-ace of God 1" 

The sentence touched the father's hearty 
And He whose wondrous ways 

Inscrutable^ from man demand 
The highest notes of praise^ 

Through what appeared a mean so small 
Performed a Saviour's part. 

And by his pure converting grace 
Called back the wanderer's heart. 

Then taught to raise his thoughts above 

This perishable clod. 
He too could cry with heart and voice, 

" Oh, the rich grace of God !" 






»^ - 



• 



'T- 



RECORDS OF THE POOR. 175 



THE GRAVE OF THE OUTCAST. 



A FRAGMENT. 



She faded — but it was not as the flower 
That sheds its destined perfume on the breeze 
And breathes its strength away in sweets, exhaled 
By the bright sun of heaven. Ah, no ! not thus ! 
But as a tender nursling that hath scarce 
Oped its gay bosom to the balmy air. 
When the rough east wind breaks its fragile stem 
And all its beauty vanishes. 

The grave 
Hath veiled her follies ; and the heart of him 
Who first betrayed her, overloaded now 
With other later crimes, hath well nigh lost 
The recollections of the distant hoiur. 
When she was young, confiding, and unstained. 
But Where's her spirit fled ^ Alas ! alas ! 
The thought is full of woes. Yet 'tis too late 
For weepmg. Nothing can the past recall ; 
But thou whose heart doth bleed at hearing thus 
How ruined woman ends her sad career. 
Go where there yet is hope, and seek to snatch 
The living from the fell destroyer's grasp. 
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THE INDIGENT WIDOW'S APPEAL, 

ON SIGHT OF A NEW POOR HOUSE. 

They bid me yield my little one. 

The babe that I have bome^ 
And yonder house shall shelter me 

At once from want and scorn. 
They've food there for the perishing. 

And kind such aid appears. 
But wherefore should that aid be bought 

With a mother's burning tears ? 

The sorrows of thy birth, my child. 

No stranger shared with me ; 
Then how can stranger s heait supply 

A mother's place to thee ? 
In childhood I have nurtured thee. 

And thy smiling head hath lain 
Deep buried in thy mother's lap, 

The solace of her pain. " 

What, should affliction visit thee 

Within those walls of stone. 
Who then can smooth thy pillow 

With a care my love hath known ? 
Ye rich ones, would ye banish thus 

Your offspring from your breast ? 
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Then let that mother share his woes 
Whom his infant mirth hath hlest. 

Dead is thy sire, my little one. 

Or thus we should not be. 
But thou art mine by right of birth. 

And I will not part with thee ; 
Rather as houseless wanderers 

We o*er the earth will roam. 
And perish with each other blest 

Than seek that rending home. 



I'M GOING HOME. 

A poor and aged Christian, who had passed upwards of seventj years oo 
earth, seeing her friends weeping around her death-bed, exclaimed, *' Mourn 
not, I'm going home !" 

I'm going home, — prepare the bridal wreath ! 
My Saviour bids my happy spirit come. 
>amp not with tears the Christian's bed of death. 
Rejoice, — I'm going home ! 

Earth hath its cares ; for three score years and ten 

My lot has been 'midst thorny paths to roam ; 
I would not track those desert scenes agun, 
'Tis past, — I'm going home ! 
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The dove hath found her nest, the storm-tossed found 

A place of rest beyond the dashing foam 
Of griefs wild billows, — thither am I bound, 
Joy, joy ! I'm going home ! 

Earth's flowers all fade, — there fadeless roses blow ; 

Earth's sunniest light is shaded by the tomb ; 
Earth's loves all slumber in the vault below ; — 
Death dwells not in that home. 

I see the City of the Blest on high. 

With the freed spirit's ken. I come ! I come ! 
Ye calling voices ! Catch my heart's reply ; 
Home ! home ! I'm going home ! 
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THE DYING MOTHER. 

Past was the mother s trying hour. 

Nature's severest struggle o'er ; 
And her fond hushand hoped ere long 

To see her rise in health once more. 
False vision ! for e'en then had death ^ 

His poison on her vitals shed. 
And quickly o'er her weakened frame 

Its opiatic influence spread ; 
And, waking from his pleasing dream. 

Now truth flashed sudden o'er his brain. 
Too late, — and yet, alas ! too soon. 

That all his hopes were vain. 

He wept not — he had wept — but now 

Transfix'd and speechless stood ; stem care 
On his dark brow was visible. 

And in his wild distracted air ; 
Nor could the looks of those soft eyes, 

Whose glance was electricity 
In seasons past, arouse his frame 

From its deep, dreadful lethargy. 
His thoughts were on the future : all 

To him seemed dark and hopeless there ; 
And fancy raised a thousand forms 

To heighten his despair. 
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She had received his parting kiss, 

The parting glance exchanged ; and given 
The fervent blessing of a soul, 

Pluming its eager wings for heaven ; 
And now she longed from earth to turn 

Her eyes — her heart — her thoughts away. 
But there were chains which held her still 

In bondage ; feeling's sovereign sway 
Still own'd the citadel of life. 

Where now the struggling spirit strove ; 
And, stronger than all feelings else. 

That of a mother's love. 

" Bring me my babe," she softly cried ; 

" Oh ! let me ere this mortal strife 
Is ended, yet again behold 

The treasure I have bought with life." 
'Twas brought ; her heart sweet welcome gave 

Unto the almost orphan, while 
Its opened eyes were turned on hers. 

To hail with an unconscious smile. 
Some moments in her arms she held. 

Then laid it on the milkless breast. 
That should have nourishment supplied. 

And pillowed it to rest. 

Her heart, as though the warm embrace 
Had a new life imparted, heaved 

With greater force.; and fancy's power 
A wreath of fond endearments weaved 
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To crown the hapless child. But now 

The straggle shook her weakened frame. 
Her limbs grew cold, pulsation stopped. 

And er her eyes death's dimness came. 
In faltering accents she exclaimed, 

" My sweet one, 'tis for thee I die ! " 
Then some few treasured drops of love 

Shed from each smiling eye. 

One long, but broken sigh here loosed 

Her soul ; — ^yet still the tears she shed 
At parting, dwelt upon her cheek 

Like dews that bow the snowdrop's head ; 
And stUl affecUon 8 dying gliance 

Upon her features left its trace. 
Fast frozen, as we sometimes see 

A wavelet on a river s face ; 
As though, in love with that rich smile. 

Death, fearful of the least delay. 
Had grasped her in his mighty arms 

Before it passed away. 
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THE PENITENT'S RETURN. 

She sought her father's home, the home she left 
Clandestinely hut some few years hefore 
In search of strange delight. For weary miles 
Her feet had home her onward, in the strength 
Of warm excitement, nurtured hy her vow 
Of strict return to virtue. But the tides 
Of fond remembrance burst upon her now. 
And her limbs trembled. 

Every tree and shrub 
Was known to her. Those green fields were the same 
Through which, in childhood's mirthful, innocent hours 
She wandered joyous by her parents' side. 
Or spi*ang before them in their path to pluck 
The king-cup and the daisy. Sickening thought 
Looked on her later years with agony ; 
And penitential tears again suffused 
The pale cheek of the woe-worn. Could she not 
Again beneath the dear parental roof 
Find peace and joy ? She brought a contrite heart. 
Stricken and wounded hy the shafts of sin. 
She bled at every pore. A bruised reed. 
She bowed beneath the beating blasts of judgment. 
And, oh I if sorrow can atone for crime — 
Or virtuous resolutions, in the strength 
Of a Redeemer formed, efface the stains 
By guilt contracted — her dejected heart 
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Might yet expand beneath a sunnier heaven. 
And her fond spirit smile 

Nearer she drew 
Towards the lov'd cot which blest her infant days. 
But> ah ! the fingermarks of change were there. 
Could it be all illusion ? Did her soul 
Cast its dark shadow o*er that lovely spot^ 
And turn its sunshine into gloom ? The flowers 
Looked sad. The garden paths and borders all 
Neglected^ now with weeds were overgrown. 
And spoke to her of weeds and cankering thorns 
In the fond heart whose choicest flower was stol n. 

With knees that scarce sustained her tott'nng weight 
She reached the door, and knocked. What years of woe 
Were gathered up into her heart's deep pang 
That awful moment ! Could she hope to meet 
A smile firom those whose spirits she had wrung ? 
Alas ! she could not ; and her feeble frame 
Was well nigh sinking. 

But what stranger face 
Attends the caU ? She knows her not. Confused, 
She asks for those who once inhabited 
That altered place. Across the good wife's brow 
A look of thoughtfulness some moments passed. 
Then thus she spoke — " The story would be long ; 
And, if thy pallid face deceives me not. 
Thy limbs must be aweaiy : but sit down. 
And I will tell thee all." Thus urged, she passed 
The well-known threshold ; and with aching heart 
Began to listen to the stranger's tale. 
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I need not tell it. For a time she spoke 
Of prosperous years that blest the gardener's toil 
Who cultivated erst the adjacent grounds^ 
Till, in an evil hour, a wild young squire 
Seduced his only daughter. Then her tongue 
Spoke eloquently of the old man's grief. 
Which led him to a tavern, where he passed 
His days and nights away. His garden grounds 
Were thus neglected, and his little all 
Became a wreck ; whilst his unhappy wife 
Wounded herself, but wounded more to find 
That with her daughter she a husband lost 
Became a prey to grief; and dwelt in dust. 

This brought the old man to his thoughts again-^ 
Woe, woe, was on his heart. Eager he strove 
His ruined fortunes to retrieve once more ; 
But all his efforts then availed him not — 
A workhouse held him now. 

Thus spake the dame. 
And sometimes looked into the wanderer's face. 
Whose head reclining while she told her tale 
Against the arm-chair *s back, had scarcely moved. 
And, were it not her eye-lids had not closed. 
She might have thought that stillness was from sleep. 
But, ended now, the kindly woman rose 
And seized her hand. Oh, horror ! it was cold. 
Her form was stiffened. The repentant heart 
Had broken at the detail of its woes. 
And she who sat to listen breathed no more. 
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THE SLEEPER. 

High on a rocky precipice 
A heedless child was pla3ring. 

And in pursuit of every toy 

Which promised him a moment's joy. 
Still near its margin straying. 

Some hundred fieithoms deep below 

A fearfid gulph was yawning. 
And night came on in darkness drest. 
Yet reckless still the earth he pressed 
To sleep till break of morning. 

The rock a pillow for his head. 

The tempest roaring round him. 
Awhile he lay, though all their rage 
The wind and thunder seemed to wage. 
Combining to astound him. 

All heedless of the mingled roar^ 
Of bliss still fondly dreaming. 
He saw not the blue lightning's train. 
Nor felt the heavy beating rain 
From heaven in torrents streaming. 

At length with deeper, hollower sound, 
A louder peal burst o'er him ; 
Q 2 
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He woke — all heaven seemed wrapt in light. 
So wide the comiscation's flight 
That brightly danced before him. 

Waked from his slumber, he arose 

And flew he knew not whither. 
Heaven's black artillery gathered near. 
The margin of the «teep seemed clear. 
And impulse urged him thither. 

The utmost edge at length he gained. 

And trembled at beholding. 
Behind the tempest's gathering power. 
The dreadful dark abyss before. 

Sad choice of fate unfolding. 

His head turned giddy at the sight, 

A chilling sweat came o'er him. 
When, from behind, his father's arm 
Snatch'd the poor trembler safe from har^. 
And thence securely bore him. 

'Tis thus we gaily dance along, 

In sinful pleasures wallow. 
And sleep secure on danger's brow. 
Regardless of the gulph below 

That, opens wide to swallow. 

Thus, when Mount Sinai's thunders roar. 
And heaven's just law confounds us. 
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From that condemning scene we fiy. 
Still to destraction rushing nigh. 
Till death on all sides bomids us. 

And when our every hope is lost. 

Nor one bright chann can ease us. 
Our Father's voice soft whispers peace 
Bids all our sad forebodings cease. 

And leads us safe to Jesus. 



A FATHER'S GRIEF. 

Fair as the opening summer's mom 
When the day-star shrinks behind the dawn. 
And the yellow hair of the sun is flung 
On the car of clouds that bears him along. 
As he sheds abroad his earliest ray. 
Ushering in the gladsome day. 
In boyhood s dawn young Henry smiled 
And he was his father's darling child. 
But down to the earth he hastened fast. 
Like a primrose nipped by the northern blast. 
And his ardent fire, and his youthful bloom 
Became the prey of the darksome tomb. 
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Affliction's breath o'er his features spread 
A pallid hue as she greedily fed 
On the tender cheek and the blithesome breast. 
Which were yet with the dreams of childhood blest. 
No medicine's power availed to save. 
And down he sunk to an early grave. 
Bat who can tell how the father gazed 
As the film of death his eye-balls glazed P 
In wild despair he stood aghast. 
Like those whom the forked lightnings blast ; 
And long he seemed m a movmg trance. 
And his eyes never lost that homble glance 
Till the coffin lid 
Unkindly hid 

The form from which now his heart must sever 
For ever. 

At length to the grave he was borne away. 

And the mourners were there in black array ; 

But the father was marked beyond the rest 

For the dreadful pangs which his looks expressed. 

They read the funeral service o'er. 

But he seemed as he could hear no more ; 

And he stamped near the grave in wild despair, 

Crjdng, " There, my boy, I'll leave thee there." 

To sullen, silent sorrow a prey. 

Homeward again he bent his way. 

Little he spoke, for his pangs were deep, 
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So deep^ their depth could nought express ;, 
But seldom his eyes were closed in sleefi 
And oft like a child he'd madly weep> 

Yea, weep for very wretchedness. 

But soon was ahroad a rumour spread. 

How the graves were rohhed of their peaceful dead ; 

And the mourner's brain was growing wild 

As he mused on the fate of his darling child. 

The grave was oped while the sire stood near. 

And the sexton cried, " He s here, he's here." 

" He's there, he's there," said the people round — 

But he leaped in the grave with an eager bound. 

He raised up the lid — and you might trace 

Deep phrenzy's marks on his altered face. 

And there was a red gleam in his eye, 

Like the fire of wild insanity. 

As he knelt on the coffin mute and lone. 

For his child, alas ! his child was gone. 

But who can his bosom's bitterness tell. 

Save those who have known and watch 'd him well P 

How may a long, long night from home 

O'er the hills and vales he*d wildly roam. 

And tell to the moon or the passing cloud 

The woes which thick on his soul would crowd. 

Long, long 'twas thought by his own hand's blow. 

To join his son, in the grave he'd go. 

But his griefis in time wore part away. 

And again on his &ce a smile would play ; 
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Though now that years have rolled between, 

A cloud oithis brows is oftimes seen ; 

And should a boy of Henry's age 

E'er meet his eye and his thoughts engage. 

Again his brain seems growing wild 

As he broods on the fate of his darling child. 



GRACE DARLING. 

It will be in the recollection of most of my readers that Grace Horsley Darlings 
of Outer Fern ligbthouM, by her noble daring saved the lives of nine 
sufRsrers in the wreck of the Forfarshire steamer, off the coast of Sonderland. 
The following verses were originally published in the Nottingham pi^wrs m 
Aurtheranoe of a subscription for a present which was sent to the heroine by 
the inhabitants of Snenton, Nottinghamshire. 

Where watch upon the northern coast 

A friendly lighthouse kept^ 
Surrounded by the boisterous sea^ 

A maid securely slept. 

But there were sounds upon the gale 

Which roused her from her dreams^ 
The turmoil of the restless deep 

Blent with distracting screams. 

Again^ again those sounds are borne 
Upon the howling blast 
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Ah ! who can tell^ midst shocks like these^ 
What numbers breathe their last ? 

A vessel that had stiiven in vain 

The storms fierce wrath to brave. 
Was dash'd upon a jutting rock 

By the hoarse growling wave. 

And onward still with booming swell 

Came the destructive tide. 
And dashed upon its breaking deck 
In mad tempestuous pride. 

Vain then were hands that strove to toil. 

And bosoms sternly brave, 
One moment on the deck were they. 

The next beneath the wave. 

■f 

While up to heaven arose the shriek 

Of terror and dismay. 
And the wild wail of agony 

For loved ones far away. 

These were the sounds that woke the maid 

In her small chamber high. 
And she could not close her eyes again 

For that heart-rending cry. 

Impenetrable darkness spread 
Like demons' wings around. 
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And the discords of the boiling waves 
Hush'd every feebler sound. 

But still at intervals was heard 
A moan more deep and low. 

For living suflferers yet were left 
In that dread scene of woe. 

But who shall seek their lives to save 
When mom her radiance throws 

Upon the wide tumultuous surge. 
And all its dangers shews P 

Undaunted by the sea and sky 

In terrors wild arrayed. 
The maiden fearless plies the oar. 

Her gallant sire to aid. 

And, lifted now on mountain waves. 
Now borne to deeps below, 

Still on they urge their fragile skiff 
To the drear waste of woe. 

Ah ! well may hope revive again 

In many a tearful eye. 
For, lo ! an angel form appears 

To bring them life and joy ! 

But how shall such a feeble boat, 
A shell upon the wave. 
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Attempt the deed so perilous^ 
The sufferers* lives to save P 

Oh^ how resist the current strong. 

Or bear the fearful shocks 
While dash the boiling floods almig 

Upon that fatal rock ! 

The maid preserves her vessel well. 

As her father leads them on ; 
tNor till the living all are there 

Are her strength and couilige gone. 

Nine, nine are snatch 'd from perishing, 

And sheltered safe from harm. 
By the strength heroic virtue gave 

To one fiadr female arm. 

Oh, man amid the storms of life 

Oh nobly bears his part. 
But what can dare for human woe 

Like woman's dauntless heart P 



R 
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THE CLOSING SCENE. 

There was an ashy paleness in his face^ 
Which grew upon him as she fondly pressed 
His aching head to her distracted hreast^ 

And told her sorrowing soul that this embrace , 

Would be their last. Yet sure 'twas sweet to die 
Upon her bosom : his pale languid eye 

Was fixed on hers while death within him strove; 
And thickly spreading mists before him rose. 

Veiling firom sight the object of his love. 

Unseen, — he grasped her hand within his own 

Till all his strength was gone ; his lids let down 
Gently, as though he sought an hour's repose. 

Then once again unclosed them ; gazing, sighed. 

Looked up to heaven, breathed one farewell, and died. 



I 

END OF RECORDS OF THE POOR. i 



LAYS FROM THE PEOPHETS. 



LAYS FROM THE PROPHETS. 

THE SPIRIT'S LONGINGS. 

Psalm cxix. 20. 

How are thy beauties fled. 
Thou world that perfect left the Eternal's hand,-^ 

How are thy glories mingled with the dead ! 
What wrecks of beauty strew thy changing strand ! 

All that fond man calls &ir. 
How frail it is ! how soon its strength is spent ! 

Our joys are cankered by corrosive care. 
Our loves are with the dews of death besprent. 

Alas ! and can it be. 
That loveliness must ever thus decay ? 

Shall God*s bright emanations ne'er be free 
From shocks that steal their dearest charms away P 
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No ; there s a destined hour 
When death shall die, destruction be destroyed. 

And desolation, spoiled of all his power. 
Weave no more garlands of life*s flowery pride. 

Oh for the coming time. 
Foretold by prophet-bards in days of yore. 

When lasting shall appear earth's vernal prime. 
And tempests scathe her blooming face no more. 

My spirit longs to see 
Her perfect beauty ; with impatient eye 

She gazes onward through the vast to be. 
And clings delighted to that age of joy. 

Age of unfabled gold. 
When earth, redeemed from her oppressors all. 
Shall bask in light more pure than that of old 
Which beamed upon her ere her monarch's fall ! 

When amaranthine flowers. 
Not destined as a chaplet for the tomb. 

But pure as those which bloomed in Eden's bowers. 
Shall shed unceasingly their rich perfume ! 

When pain shall be no more. 
Each tear be dry, each sorrow chased away. 

Smiles sparkle in the eyes that wept before. 
The sad be joyful, and the grave be gay ! 
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When righteousness shall dwell 
Wherever man his noble form displays^ 
And every distant nation join to swell 
An echoing chorus in Jehovah's praise ! 

The habitants of earth 
May well desire thine advent ! woe is here^ 

Creation groans and travails ; and thy birth 
Shall bring transcendent bliss for ever near. 

Desire of nations^ come ! 
Thy bride, the church, with longing waits for Thee ; 

God of the universe, make earth Thy home. 
And set creation from its bondage free ! 




200 LAYS FROM THE PROPHETS. 

A SAVIOUR^S DECLARATION. 

Isaiah xlix. 15, 16. 

Hast thou upon a mother s breast 

Beheld a suckmg child P 
And seen her nursle it to test, 

And smile as it has smiled ? 
The light of her maternal eye. 

Love's fairest, brightest token. 
Bespeaks so near, so dear a tie. 

As scarcely can be broken. 

And think'st thou, Zion, my beloved. 

Thou timid child of fear. 
That mother's heart can e*er be moved 

From one she loves so dear ? 
Ah, yes, 'tis true she may forsake. 

All nature's bonds may sever. 
But mine's a bond I will not break. 

Oh ! Ill forget thee — never. 

Then fear not, my beloved one. 

The price is paid for thee. 
The battle's fought, the work is done. 

And thou art wholly free ; 
Though ever doubting, thou shalt share 

Thy bridegroom's coming glory ! 
Thy name upon my palms I bear. 

Thy walls are aye before me. 



LAYS FROM THE PROPHETS. 201 



VOLNEY IN SYRIA. 

DSUTEBONOMr XXIX. 22—34. 

The meditations of Volney, which form the second chapter of his " Ruins/* is 
little else than an Infidel amplification of the words of Moseys Deut. xxix. 
23— j)4, ** And the stranger that cometh fh>m a far land shall say, when they 
see the plagues of that land, and the sicknesses which the Lord hath laid 
upon it, ' Wherefore hath the Lord done thus unto this land ? What meaneth 
the heat of his great anger?" I subjoin two short extracts as evidence. 

" From whence proceed such melancholy revolutions ? For what cause is the 
fortune of these countries so stinkingly changed ? Why are so many cities 
destroyed ? Why is not that ancient population reproduced and perpetua- 
tedr 

The next passage is one of bitterest irony, but when the language resembles 
so cl(»ely that of the prophetic denunciation he seeks to overthrow, his sar- 
casm can be cutting only to himself. 

" A mysterious God exercises his incomprehensible judgments. He has doubt- 
less pronounced a secret malediction against the earth. — He has struck with 
a curse the present race of men, in revenge of past generations." 

He stood where cities once had been 

Exulting in their regal state ; 
But now throughout the silent scene 

All, all was desolate, — 
The threatened storm which long had slept. 

Awoke upon its destined day. 
And " desolation s besom "* swept 

Their grandeur all away. 

There once gay thousands thronged the streets. 
Rejoicing in the pride of life ; 

• " I will sweep it with the besom of destruction, saith the Lord." Isaiah 
xiv. 23. 
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And gardens fair, with blushing sweets. 

And pleasant shrubs were rife. 
But noyf the scaly serpent strained 

Her length upon the untrodden road. 
The bittern and the screech-owl reigned 

In royalty's abode. 

The proud heart of the Infidel 

Beat high within him as he stood ; 
And scornfully his glances fell 

On that wide solitude ; 
He saw no justice in the rod 

That thus for sin had prostrate laid ; 
And spumed the thought of Israel's God, 

In judgment's robes arrayed. 

" And wherefore this ?" he proudly cried ; 

*' Why this once fertile land so bare •* 
Where kings late housed shall jackalls hide P 

And reptiles shelter there ? 
What ' secret malediction's ' thrall 

Has made it thus destruction's prey. 
And swept its generations all. 

And all their works away ?" 

But little that blasphemer thought. 
As thus he gazed those deserts o'er. 

What Israel's prophet chieftain taught 
^ Three thousand years before. 
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That, should they spurn Jehovah's hand 

And wander from his righteous ways. 
The stranger from a distant land 

That wondering cry should raise. 

Ages since then had rolled along. 

And countless cities rose and fell. 
And mute had heen the voice of song. 

Where once 'twas tuned so well. 
Arid now th* opponent of the Lord, 

Amidst those desert wrecks of woe. 
Came to fulfil the deathless word 

He sought to overthrow. 



ZIONS STRUGGLE. 

Jrk. vi. 14. 

TwAS Stillness over Zion yet ; 

The hright heams of the setting sun 
Played with night's, flowing locks of jet 

And made the eve a lovely one. 
And twilight lingered on the hill ; 

And in the west the glowing hall 
Seemed fixed ; as he were wistful still 

To lengthen fancy's festival. 
And give a few short minutes more 
Ere darkness hrought the feast of gore. 



204 LAYS FROM THB PROPHETS. 

The watchmen went their customed rounds ; 

But they were wrapt in dreams of ease ; 
And mostly gave uncertain sounds. 

Or sang the soothing song of peace. 
The war-cry of Idumea, 

With which her sons their death-knell rung ; 
As to another Golgotha 

They hlindly, madly rush'd along. 
Till, quick as pains of travail come. 
Destruction's hesom swept them home. 

Yes ! *' peace," they- cried ; though in the air 

Signs strange and marvellous appeared ; 
Though Bahels hlood-drunk harlot there. 

By Infidelity upreared. 
Sat with a cup of honey-dew. 

And smiles of liherality. 
To tempt Jehovah's chosen few 

From the straight path of honesty. 
To taste her sweets, to drink their fill. 
And own her as their sister still. 

Yes 1 " peace, transcendent peace," they cried. 

And sang the nation's lullahy. 
Though Christ was scorned and God denied. 

And Babylon and blasphemy 
Had shaken hands ; though they who loathed 

The Lord, and to his followers gave 
The badge of priestcraft, stood betrothed 

To superstition's basest slave ; 
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And fire and water joined their rage 
With God's anointed to engage. 

And there was peace ; but^ oh, it seemed 

A moment's hushing of the storm> 
To burst more Anions forth, as gleamed 

The lightning o'er the low-laid form 
Of ocean ; it was like the soft 

Still calmness of the awful hour. 
More awful for its calm, which oft 

Brings forth the earthquake in its power. 
That nature's rocky ribments shakes. 
And loveliness a ruin makes. 

Such was her peace ; and could none tell 

Of danger P Is the bride of God 
To fall as once Belshazzar fell ? 

To tread the path Belshazzar trod ? — 
There is a voice ; the mountain caves 

Send forth a hollow murmiuing sound 
Portentous ; and the foaming waves. 

That dash upon the shores around. 
Breathe an awakening roar, that falls 
Upon their ears who watch the walls. 

They raise the cry ; they sound th* alarm ; 

They tell th' approaching day of God ; 
They bid the slumbering people arm ; 

While sets the sun engulphed in blood, 
s 
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And round the city gather &st 
Abaddon's legions in their pride. 

Hoping her walls in dust to cast. 
Yet gather but to be destroyed 

By HIM whose very nostril s breath 

Will blast them in eternal death. 

Tis something more than night s thick dark 

That spreads across the firmament ; 
Or wherefore not one brilliant spark 

From some kind, pitying star-gem sent P 
The armies of the Thunderer 

Are gathering, are gathering ; 
And shortly from his battle-car 

Will he the winged lightning fling ; 
Yes, soon the nations of the accurs'd 
Shall see Jehovah's wrath-cloud burst. 

How can the sons of Zion bear 

Against their foes' o'erwhelming force P 
What firm embankments can they rear 

To stop the* torrent in its course P 
But they've a guard will ne'er be spent — 

It is the God of Sabaoth ; 
It is the great Onmipotent, 

Who treads the wine-press of his wrath. 
And bathes his bright sword, till it reeks 
With crimson deep as morning streaks. 
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Hark that confusion ! didst thou thinks 

Harlot, the sons of blasphemy 
Would long time cany thee ? Now drink 

The poison-cup of treachery ! 
Scorning a Potentate on high. 

The scarlet beast thou rid st upon 
Will thee too hate, and thee destroy. 

Oh blood-cemented Babylon ! 
Till, like a dog-worried Jezebel, 
Thou fall'st before the hounds of hell. 

Go gnash thy teeth, proud queen of lies. 

That when thou seem'dst to sit at rest 
Thou didst but hatch a cockatrice. 

Whose sting has pierc'd its parent s breast ; 
Go gnash thy teeth — thy day is nigh ; 

As fell the millstone in the sea. 
Swung from the angel's hand on high. 

So thou shalt sink in infamy 
So terribly thou too shalt fall^ 
And one dread ruin swallow all. 

But roars the wrath of battle still ; 

Messiah's arrows are not spent ; 
The chief foe of his holy hill 

Must now be rendered impotent. 
The blood of infidelity 

At once firom all its veins is poured ; 
And all the living nations see 

That Jesus is the Christ and Lord, 
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And to his name triumphant raise 
Loud anthems of unceasing piake. 

Oh^ glorious season^ spread thy way ! 

Groaning creation'si food desire ! 
Let tribulation s hours decay> 

And joy spring from its Phoenix fire ! 
Let halcyon peace the nations bless^ 

Peace long enduring, peace serene ; 
And let celestial righteousneas 

Crown with beatitude the scene ; 
While, from the curse redeemed^ earth sings. 
Live, live for ever, Ki&g of lungs I 



ZION'S EXULTATION. 

A BEAM of uncreated light 

Appeared on Zion's lofty brow. 
The glory of the Infinite 

Arrayed her in its lustre now ; 
Her mourning weeds were doflTd at length ; 

The sorrows of her heart were g<me ; 
And she had wakened up in strength. 

And put her beauteous garm^ts on. 
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Mute, mute had been the voice of song ; 

The tunbrel's and the harp's glad sound 
Had from her streets been banished long. 

And in their stead had echoed round 
Drear desolation s music wild. 

The bittern's and the screech-owl's cry ; 
But now again in peace she smiled. 

And thus re-woke the song of joy : — 

" The woes of death encompassed me ; 

The flood of the ungodly swept 
Across my breast of agony ; 

And hell derided when I wept. 
In sore distress I raised my cry 

To Him who is my sure defence. 
And moved upon his throne on high 

The bosom of Omnipotence. 

" Then shook the earth with wild afiiright ; 

The mountains trembled at his rod; 
And shrunk before the coming sight 

Of an aroused, avenging God. 
He bowed the heavens, and downward came ; 

Beneath Him spread fierce clouds of wrath. 
Burst from his lips consuming flame. 

And frt>m his nostrils smoke went forth. 



tt 



Destruction round him scattering, 

A cherub bore him in his flight, 
s 2 
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He rode upon the whirlwind's wing> 
Enwr^ped in darkest shades of night. 

Before the brightness of his form 
His thick clouds passed ; and o'er the foe 

Hail, blent with fire, a mingled storm> 
Far sweeping* laid their mightiest low. 

** He raised his dreadfid voice on high ; 

Wide spread through heaven the awful sound 
In pealing thunders* whose reply 

The rocks and woods re-echoed round. 
He sent his flaming shafts abroad 

To put their vaunting hosts to flight ; 
And brandished high his Hghtning sword* 

To blast the weapons of their might. 



" He drew me from the floods of woe ; 

He bade my fears and troubles cease ; 
And placed in safety from the foe* 

In a fair scene of rest and peace ; 
For, spent* I must have sunk at length 

To Hades' gaping jaws a prey ; 
But God* Jehovah was my strength* 

My rock* tscj tower* my help, my stay. 



»> 
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BABYLON. 



Isaiah xit. 



How has the mighty city foiled ! 

The oppressor heen brought low ! 
Withered the arm whose strength prevailed 

O'er earth its yoke to throw ! 
The wicked shall bear rule no more. 
The Lord hath snapped his rod of power. 

The mighty one is desolate 

That smote the nations long ; 
The tyrant of each petty state. 

The spoiler of the strong. 
Himself is persecuted now. 
And who shall stay his overthrow ? 

The earth, which 'neath the oppressor's sway 

With crimson e'er was stained. 
Now sees the dawn of freedom's day. 

And peaceful rest has gained ; 
She bursts forth into songs of joy, ' 
And sends her plaudits to the sky. 

The forests laugh rejoicingly. 
The groves of Lebanon ; 
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And the tall fir-trees smile to see 

The mighty city down. 
Now thou art in the dust, they say. 
No feller steals our pride away. 

Hell moves to meet thee from beneath^ 

Her men of lofty birth. 
She throws forth from the vaults of death 

To welcome thee to earth ; 
They greet thee with deriding lays. 
The mighty ones of former days. 

** Art thou too fallen ?" they exclaim, 
" Mistress of earth and sea ! 

Has thine too proved an empty name ? 
Art thou become as we P" 

Yes, fallen is the tyrstot's throne. 

Fallen is lofty Babylon. 

Down, down into the dust is brought 
Thy pomp ; thy grandeur s o*er ; 

Thy viols, late with sweetness fraught. 
Wake music s strains no more. 

The pall of death's strewn over thee. 

Worms make thy bed and cover thee. 

How art thou fallen, oh, Lucifer ! 

Son of the smiling mom. 
What star in heaven was lovelier ! 

But now, oh, how forlorn ! 
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How art thou brought down to the ground. 
Thou weakener of the nations round ! 

For m thy darmg heart of pride 

Thou saidat* " 111 mount on high. 
Above the stars will I abide ; 

Far in the northern sky 
The congregation's mount my throne — 
111 be as is the highest one !" 

But thou art brought down to the grave. 

The pit is oped foar thee ; 
Death holds thee as his abject sl^ve. 

And none shall set thee free. 
Thou who hast been the spoiler long. 
Art now the spoil of one more strong. 

All they that see thee sunk so low 

With new surprise shall gaze. 
And, Vondering at the mighty blow, 

ShaU ciy. in vrild amaze- 
" Is this the man that earth did shake. 
And made surrounding kingdoms quake P 

''Is this the prince of lofty race ? 

Is this the lordly foe. 
That made the world a desert place. 

That laid its cities low P 
That never set his captives free. 
But held them fast in slavery P" 
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The kings of other nations rest 

Each one within his tomb. 
The earth which gave them opes her breast 

And back receives them home ; 
But thee she from her jaws doth fling 
As an abominable thing. 

Thou*rt as the raiment of the slain 

Who to the pit go down, 
Tom off and cast upon the plain 

For all to gaze upon ; 
A severed branch, a withered root, 
A carcass trodden underfoot. 

In burial thou shalt ne'er be lain 

With those of former years. 
Because thou hast thy people slain. 

And filled thy land with tears. 
Among the names of those renowned 
Thy seed shall never more be found. 

Then slaughter for the race prepare 

For all the parent s crimes. 
That they no more dominion share. 

Or rule in after times. 
Or, rising from their deep disgrace. 
With cities fill the earth's green face. 

For God will rise 'gainst Babylon, 
And, to complete her shame. 



\i 
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Cut off the nephew and the son. 

The remnant and the name. 
And pools of water shall he there. 
And bitterns hamit her deserts bare. 

Weep then ! go sit in dust and weep ! 

Thou*rt Desolation's prey ! 
Destruction's sullen hand shall sweep 

Thy loveliness away ! 
For I will visit thee with death. 
The Lord, the God of armies saith. 



MIGHTY TO SAVE, 



Isaiah lzizx. 1. 



Almighty to redeem 

The Saviour left his throne. 
And on the wings of love to earth came down. 

The day-star's glorious beam 

With gladdening lustre shone 
Where late thick darkness spoke the Eternal's frown. 

He came to vanquish hell. 
He came the grave to spoil. 
He came to ease us of our load of woes. 



J 
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He triumph'd when he fell. 
He broke the strong one's toil. 
And up to heaven 'midst songs of triumph rose. 

Almighty to redeem 

The Incarnate still is known ; 
When sinners seek salvation through hifi name. 

His eyes forgiveness beam. 

His seat is mercy's throne ! 
His praise, oh earth ! with all thy tongues proclaim k 



THE LAST WAR. 



Revelation xix. ll-^Sl 



Ripe is th& vintage of the earth. 
Its clustering grapes are round and full y 

The day of vengeance bursts to birth 
Sudden and irresistible. 

Messiah comes to tread amain 

The wine-press of the battle-^ain. 

The cry is up, the strife begun. 
The struggle of the mighty ones ; 

Megiddo's awful day comes on. 
The carnival of slaughter's sons. 
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War lifts his helmet to his brow ! 
Oh, God, protect Thy people now ! 

Come, scattered race of Judah, come ! 

Come, long lost tribes of Israel ! 
The Lord of hosts shall make you room. 

Ye in your fathers* land shall dwell ; 
Your covenant-making God is true, 
And Canaan is reserved for you. 

Roused by the Jubilee's glad sound 

From their long hopeless lethargy. 
In thickening hosts they crowd around, 

As doves unto their windows flee. 
Hoping to see Messiah yet 
Descend upon Mount Olivet. 

Wake, Zion, wake ! put on thy strength 1 

Don thy rich garb, Jerusalem ! 
Rise, shine ! thy light is come at length. 

And thou the Gentiles shalt condemn. 
But, hark ! the war- whoop's nearer sounds, 
From land to land destruction, bounds ! 

DovsTi, Babylon ! down, Mahomet ! 

Imposter and apostate, down ! 
Your day is past, your sun is set. 

Now reap the whirlwind ye have sown ; 
Drink, yea, drink deep, the wine is red, 
And ye shall find a crimson'd bed. 

T 
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Assemble quickly, fowls of air. 
Come to the supper of the Lord ; 

The great ones of the earth prepare 
To reap the harvest of the sword ; 

And captains' flesh shall be your food. 

And ye shall drink of heroes' blood. 

The cry is up, the strife begun, 
Destruction springs from field to field. 

And soon shall Slaughter's work be done. 
Soon shall Abaddon's legions 3deld. 

See where the monarch spreads his train. 

On Esdraelon's fatal plain ! 

Come, lofty Gog, divide the spoil. 
With thy confederates share the prey. 

Ha ! ha ! death grins a ghastly smile ; 
The morning dawns, and where are they ? 

The pall, the pall, great Autocrat, 

Spreads o er thee in Jehosophat. 

A Saviour comes ! the heavens rend ! 

Dance hills, laugh mountains, laugh for joy ! 
Ye forests in obeisance bend ! 

Earth, raise your hallelujahs high ! 
And, Zion, wake the lofty strain, 
** Live, King of kings, for ever reign !" 

Hosannah ! hark, the melody 

Strikes, strikes upon the listening ear. 
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And constellations make reply 

In echoes from each distant sphere. 
Till all the wide expansion rings 
With " Live for ever. King of kings !" 

Hail, happy day ! haste on, haste on ! 

Then earth a sweet, a heavenly hreeze. 
Descending from Jehovah's throne. 

Shall greet thee with a kiss of peace. 
And in its loveliness appear 
The city of " The Lord is here." 



OPENING OF THE SIXTH SEAL. 

Rbtblation ti. 13—17. 

"'TWAS past, the course of death was o'er. 
And Hades howled for prey no more. 

When opened was the sixth portentous seal ; 
And judgments of more dreadful form 
Appeared amidst the howling storm. 

Beneath whose weight earth now began to reel. 

The sun had quench 'd his flaming light 
In floods of deep primeval night; 
The moon had wash'd her tearful face in gore, 
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And from the shaking firmament 
The stars their headlong course down hent. 
Like hlasted figs when angry tempests roar. 

Where's mercy now, that wont to hear 

Sweet tidings to the earth, ah, where P 
No more towards man the olive-hranch she holds 

In her glad passage firom on high. 

Caught hy the swift departing sky 
That wrapped her up within its ponderous folds. 

Hark ! what a universal wail 

Is home upon the swelling gale ! 
The rich, the proud, the mighty, and the great. 

And high and low, and hond and free. 

One common, dreadful destiny. 
Pierced hy the shafts of fearful anguish, wait. 

" Fall on us," they exclaim, " ye rocks. 
Rending 'midst nature's dreadful shocks. 

And hide us firom the Lamh at God's right hand ; 
For vengeance, vengeance now strikes home. 
The great day of his i^Tath is come. 

And who hefore his hlazing form shall stand ?" 
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TURN TO THE LORD. 

« 

HOSBA VI 1, 2, 3. 

Come, turn we to the Lord our God, 

Whose chastisements we feel ; 
'Tis mercy ever guides his rod. 

He only wounds to heal. 
Though clouds his judgment-seat pervade. 

His heart is always kind. 
The bruizes he for sin has made 

His parent hand will bind* 

Oh ! had we never left his ways, — 

By heedless passion led 
To tread temptation's spiny maze,— 

Not thus our hearts had bled. 
But thoughtlessly we strayed, nor found. 

Until our brows were torn. 
The wreath our hands had o'er them bound 

Was but a wreath of thorn. 

Yet turn we to the Lord anew. 

And we again shall live ; 
He will our stormy cares subdue, 

Our dying hopes revive. 
Hell raise us from the dust again 

To walk before his face, 

T 2 
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And turn our very notes of pain 
To songs of joy and praise. 

Then follow on to know his worth ; 

His smile with gladness heams. 
Like that which wakes the slumhering earth 

At day-hreak from her dreams. 
His hlessings on our souls descend 

Like showers of freshening rain. 
And they who on his grace depend 

Shall never trust in vain. 



END OF LAYS FROM THE PROPHETS 



HEAVEN'S DEALINGS. 



I 



Aware that the foUowiDg poem may probablj subject mc to a charge 
of religious enthusiasm, 1 had intended to leave it for posthumous 
publicatiou, but have been induced to alter my determination, because 
it has been made usefiil in its manuscript state to others when labouring 
under spiritual darkness. Whatever may be thought of it, it is no other 
than a simple narrative of fieusts, written about eleven years ago. The 
strong and long enduring temptation to return to the infidelity I had 
renounced, (which is the burden of the poem,) led me to search more 
deeply into the foundations of the Christian £uth ; and that search was 
the origin of my poem, " The Ddty," which, though from the pen of a 
working mechanic, was so favourably received in the literary world. 



HEAVEN'S DEALINGS. 



A NARRATIVE OF FACTS. 

'TwAS a calm Sabbath evening ; and pleasant and fair 
Shot the beams of the smi through the rarefied air ; 
But a breeze in its coolness still sportively strayed 
"Neath the pleasing retreat of the tall trees' soft i^hade ; 
And all nature smiled sweet in the hour of her bloom. 
And the valleys were rich with their vernal perfume. 
But to me was no spring-tide in beauty displayed. 
My sad spirit was wrapt in a winter-like shade, 
And huge thunder-clouds over my head seemed to roll. 
And the blackness of darkness had seized on my soul ; 
For a brother had fallen, or one who had been 
As a brother to me in life's wilderness scene. 
Had deluded, forsaken the paths of the Lord, 
Renounced his salvation, and sneered at his word. 

I was lost in distraction, was lost in despair. 
And my bosom became the dark lodgment of care. 
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For " Oh, what is religion," I cried, " if the sheep 

Of Immanuel can sink in so death-like a sleep ? 

Oh, what is religion, if one who has felt, 

Neath the sound of the gospel, his hard spirit melt, 

And has, glad, hound the shame of the cross to his hrow. 

Can, forgetting all these, turn an infidel now P" 

And it seemed for a while hut a phantom-like gleam. 

An Aurora Borealis, or fairy-spun dream. 

That deludes us with pleasure down life as we go. 

Then leaves us in darkness and coldness helow. 

But I pondered the path of the fallen one then. 
And I track'd out his wanderings again and again ; 
And I mused on his bitterness manifested ever 
Against sects which from him some slight difference 

might sever ; 
And on how little charity dwelt in his breast. 
That chief grace of which Christians should aye be 

possessed ; 
And I thought of the time when I'd heard him declare. 
With the coldness of marble, he lived without prayer ; 
And I thought of the time when I'd listened his vow. 
That he ne'er in his life lived more sinful than now ; 
And I asked, " Can a Christian live so much in sin 
And yet prayerless remain while hell triumphs within ?* 
And I asked, " Can a creature exist without prayer. 
And the genuine marks of a Christian still bear P" 
Tis the breath of his life, 'tis the soul of his joy, 
Tis the joy of his soul, and his guide to the sky ; 
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And I doubted as these thoughts my mind pondered o'er 
Of the truth of his calling, scarce doubted before. 

But had he not rejoiced in the mercy of God ? 
I Had he not rejoiced in a Saviour's shed blood '** 
ad he not repented of deeds he had done P 
id had he not — ^nay, had he — those sins sought to shun P 
e'd rejoiced, he'd had faith, and in doctrine was sound, 
I but the works which should speak for him, where were 
they found ? 
*ae fair fruits of the spirit, oh, where were they fled ? 
And a faith without works (saith the scripture) is dead. 
And the deeper I pondered, I doubted the more 
The truth of his calling, scarce questioned before. 

Next I paused in my wanderings, and thought of the 
way 
In which I had been led by his footsteps astray. 
And when conscience had levelled her thunders at me. 
How I'd answered I lived more consistent than he ; 
I And my heart bled with anguish as sadly I mused 
ion grace rendered fruitless, and mercy abused ; 
d I prayed to Jehovah with ardour anew, 

(rtow to try me, and prove me, and purify too. 
Yes, though deeply I trembled at thought of that rod 
Which was oft, I'd been told, in the hand of my God ; 
Though I trembled to think of that furnace's heat 
Where believers are tried till their worth is made meet ; 
I implored that my God would his vengeance let fall, 
And desert me to darkness and fear's dreadful thrall. 
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Ere my bosom should still in sin*s bondage remain. 
Or my soul should be cramped by the enemy's chain. 
Or my lips should be temped his name to deny. 
Who had been to my soul such a well-spring of joy. 

But temptation returned, and I doubted again 
The truth of that faith so disputed 'mongst men ; 
And again it appeared like enchantment's soft kiss, 
Like a vision of night, or a day-dream of bliss ; 
And all nature around me looked desert and bare. 
For, oh, where were her beauties if God was not there ? 
Not the flood, or the rock, or the field, or the tree. 
If they spoke not of him, had a beauty for me ; 
Nor the landscape one bright beam of gladness could wear, 
Save the name of Jehovah was charactered there. 

Then I mused upon ' systems of nature * awhile, 
Upon science's blaze, and philosophy's smile ; 
And through history I sought if religion was true. 
And enquired of my soul for its evidence too. 
And I looked, for the products of Jesus's faith. 
To the Christian in life, and the Christian in death ; 
And I thought upon angels and spirits impure, 
Upon all that is doubtful, and all that is sure, 
On life, death, time, eternity, darkness, and light. 
And whate'er strikes the ear, and whate'er meets the sight ; 
And " Can all things exist," I demanded again, 
" With no God to support them ? Whence came they, 
and when ? 
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What is man ? what is nature ^ and what is the soul. 
Whose vast powers not all ohjects of seiise can control ? 
Who has made her so conscious of something ahove 
All the eye can discern, which her duty hids love ? 
Who has made her so conscious of good and of ill. 
Which restrains her desires, though unloosed in her will ? 
Who has made her so conscious a sinner she stands. 
And imparted such dread to hurst life's silken hands P 
Tis the voice of divinity speaking within. 
Not yet totally silenced, though stifled hy sin ; 
Tis the voice of a God softly whispering there, 

Tiich hids man for a life after death to prepare. 

ad then whence comes our darkness, if there is a God 
v/ho created all worlds and can shake hy his nod, 
Who heholds us as hlindly in madness we roam. 
And the deeper we search, still get farther from home. 
Would he leave us in douht ? would our prayers he 

unheard. 
Unless man hy transgression his wrath had incurred ? 
Or e'en then ? No ; the truth has come down from on 
high, 

Lnd a refuge is opened, where sinners may fly. 
Jf the wisdom of God in his word we may read. 
And hehold the deep springs Whence his actings proceed ; 
And shall man then deny what to him is revealed, 

Vhen the record of heaven stands hefore him unsealed ? 

Dh, my God ! drag me forth from this horrible shade ! 

Treat Spirit of truth, now descend to my aid ! 
u 
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Help ' thy creature who fain would not wander from thee,' 
For ' thou only from douht and from darkness canst free.' " 

On I journeyed, and soon found my hosom's desire. 
The fair ohject I sought, — it was Ruddington spire ; 
Twas the spire of the church, where the summer hefore 
I had found what I now was come seeking once more ; 
Where a Selwyn of God and Salvation declared 
In such strains that I whiles in his raptures had shared. 
'Twas a calm peaceful evening ; and peace was his theme. 
And I seemed as enwrapt in a soft peaceful dream. 
For as sweetly, the words from his heart seemed to come. 
Oh, the sweet peace of God made my bosom its home. 
Yea, that dear placid calmness which worlds will outlive. 
That tranquillity only heaven's spirit can give. 
Far surpassing all man's understanding, I felt. 
As on peace, lovely peace, he delightfully dwelt. 

Next he spoke of the way in which peace we ohtain. 
And the conduct of those with whom aye 'twill remain ; 
Much he dwelt upon sinlessness, living to God, 
And continued dependence on Jesus's blood. 
And 1 mourned o'er the sins which had chequered my life 
Since salvation first met me with hlessedness rife. 
And resolved that my powers for the future should he 
More devoted to him who had suffered for me. 
But, though mourning was mine, it was sweet to my hreast, 
Twas the pleasure of grief ne'er hy language expressed ; 
That sweet, peaceful langour — surpassing all joy 
Which the hacchanal knows when his spirits are high. 
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Then he told us he dpuhted not children of God 
Would he taught to seek peace, if it was hy the rod. 
By all means and all ways which their father ordained. 
In whose paths of obedience alone it was gained. 
But he asked, (oh, how soon could the answer be given ! ) 
If we'd rather he flogged than drawn sweetly to heaven ? 
And he likened the mind, unbeclouded by sin. 
To the bosom of ocean all calm and serene. 
Which reflects in its beauty the face of the sky 
When the night shews the lamps of her brilliance on high ; 
And the mind that gives lodgment to hell*s subtle host. 
To the ocean by storms and fierce hurricanes toss'd. 
Which, if glimpses it catches, like pleasing delusion 
They're seen for a moment, then lost in confusion. 

He finished ; and homeward my footsteps were bound. 
Whilst all nature look'd pleasant and peaceful around. 
For then deeply I drank of the streams of that land 
Where honey and milk lave the bright bosom 'd strand ; 
Though a voice like a seraph's seemed gently to say, 
\s I welcomed the visions and wished them to stay. 

Drink deep ! oh, drink deep, ere thy season be o er. 
For a desolate wilderness lieth before." 
\es, presentiments strange of a cloud coming nigh 
Which would veil the warm sunbeams and blacken the sky ^ 
Like a prophet's forebodings, had place in that breast 
Which was now by the peace of Jehovah possessed ; 
And, as softly day's brilliance was fading away. 
Oh, it seemed like the sunset of glory's bright day. 
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With desire I desired on that evening of joy 
To wing forth my glad flight to the mansions on high ; 
For, so filled with forehodings a storm was at hand. 
The full swell of whose billows I could not withstand. 
Oh, I longed that that evening might ne*er pass away. 
Or I never again see the brilliance of day. 
But the sun gaily rose, and the morning beamed bright. 
And enveloped my soul in the darkness of night ; 
A thick cloud in its womb hid my Saviour from view. 
And I lost all my hope upon him that is true ; 
And, as oft as I thought of the infidel's name, 
A dread voice seemed to whisper, " Thoult soon be the 
same." 

Thrice the furnace was heated, and thrice did I prove. 
From the hand of my God, his chastisings of love. 
Yet so deeply corruption was rooted within. 
That, though living in fear, I was living in sin ; 
And a storm, which all hope would engulph in its way. 
Was now needful to loose me from Satan's dread sway. 

Can the ransomed set light by the chastening of God, 
And not feel still more keenly the strokes of his rod ? 
Tis a promise as sure as salvation to them. 
He will purge, and will cleanse, though he will not 

condemn. 
I had dragged on my own head the clouds from on high, 
I had fed the thick darkness that blackened the sky ; 
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I had prayed for a cleansing, but little I thought 

Of the manner in which 'twas designed to be wrought. 

Not such feelings has one whom the law dooms to die 
As the hour of his fate in its terror draws nigh ; 
Not such feelings has one who beholds from the shore 
Some tall ship bear away all he lives to adore ; 
As found place in my heart when I saw the last ray 
Of the bright star of hope pass in darkness away. 
If to heaven I uplifted my spirit in prayer^ 
It would seem to that spirit no Godhead was there ; 
The whole arch seemed as brass which impeded my cry. 
And appeared as my pleadings intent to defy. 
If to earth I rolled back my red eyes in despair. 
Earth would answer there was not a joy for me there. 
And in anguish and madness I groaned and I sighed, 
Yet kept sinking more deeply engulphed in the tide ; 
Till all scripture seemed false, and a fable appeared 
That great truth everlasting I lately revered. 
Now and then a faint sunbeam would glance o'er my soul. 
Like a stray flash of lightning, illuming the whole ; 
And a moment it seemed but an answer to prayer. 
When the blackness of heaven shewed a Deity there ; 
But the next it was vanished, sweet hope was no more. 
And I tossed on a sea without bottom or shore. 

Still I struggled like one doomed in darkness to dwell 
Or a spirit of evil just sinking to hell. 
And I fought, sword in hand, every inch of my way. 
With the legions of darkness in battle array ; 
u2 
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For I felt that, depriyed of eternity's joy, 

There was nought worth possessing which time could 

supply ; 
And I'd rather, alive, be entombed in the earth 
Than discredit the tidings of Jesus's birth. 

Day passed after day, and night passed after night. 
But they brought to my soul no returning of light ; 
For still thicker and thicker the dread blackness grew. 
Till it veiled in its darkness each object from view. 
Then the winds were let loose, and the furies uncaged. 
And the tempest more fiercely and dreadfully raged ; 
Billow called unto billow, deep answered to deep. 
As o'er me they rush'd with a terrible sweep ; 
Whilst the foam-crested water-spouts bursting around. 
In their fury seemed ocean and heaven to confound. 

Six se'nnights passed o'er me in anguish most dread. 
While the fires of temptation were constantly fed. 
I sought for all proof found in nature and time. 
Of the truth of those doctrines I felt were sublime; 
I had reasoned till reason seemed gone to decay, 
And their verity stood forth as plain as the day. 
But, — convinced 'twas the truth I'd been led to receive, — 
Still, despite demonstration, I could not believe* 
And, 'midst doubts and distraction beyond my control. 
My body gave way to the pangs of my soul ; 
And 1 stood, as I thought, on the verge of the tomb. 
While no star sent its rays through eternity's gloom. 
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Then the earth was as nothing. My feelings were 
sered; 
And dead to what erst had heen loved and revered ; 
And so cold seemed affection to every thing here> 
Where are many things lovely and many things dear^ 
I could gladly have witnessed the world in a hlaze^ 
Or each light in creation hereft of its rays ; 
Yea, dissolving convulsions the universe tear. 
Had the name of my Saviour heen charactered there. 

'Twas the eve of the Sahhath ; the sixth day of night 
Since the worst cloud of hlackness came over my sight ; 
The wild thunders were hush'd, and the rough winds 

were laid. 
And the tempest no longer so fearfully hrayed ; 
Yet the darkness still covered the firmament o'er. 
And I could not discern the least signs of ashore. 
Still a prisoner of woe in the enemy's lair, 
I had given up my spirit to sullen despair ; 
Resolved, if I perished, to perish at last 
At the foot of the cross which such darkness o*ercast. 
Then methought 1 heheld a faint glimmering of light. 
Like the first tints of morning just greeting the sight ; 
And I felt (while cold sweats seem'd all o erme to stream) 
Like a wretch just awoke from some terrihle dream. 
Who, aroused all at once from his vision of woe. 
Scarce knows if the danger he real or no. 
Then the glad sun of righteousness burst forth anew 
With a splendour and glory too dazzling to view ; 
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And a voice seemed to whisper, *' Fear not, it is I," 
Which thrilled through my soul like electrical joy ; 
And sweet peace on ray hosom of extacy flowed 
As I sang in loud raptures the praises of God. 



THE END. 
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